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As To Und yery f much Eeemed, .. 
Hr? HAN" DR PD EN, Fig 


[s pretended by every_ ohe 

that 'chooſeth a Patron, that 
cher the Worth or good N atute 

of 'the Petr hath Uetermined him 

to'that' hott He profeſſeth! thit 
by hath* very | mean” thoughts of ; 
his ' overt igeformianct, -and {6 
fands' in Head of a- [Proteftor: He 
begs 'a Nene whoſe Liſter might 
ſhed ſome"! Reputation on his 
Work,” ot elſe hath” been oblig'd; 
A 3 and 


The Epiſtle Dedicatory. ' 
bound in gratitude to make 


ths publick acknowledgment of the 
goodneſs of the Man. How emi- 
nently Y ou; Sir, are endow'd. with 
the firſt qualification of -a Patron 
every.one knows too well to need 
information ; 'and - where can this 
trifle find a Corner that hath . not 
been filfd with Mr. Dryden's name? 
:Tis You, Sir, 'that-have advanc'd 
our Dramatick to its'-height , and 


- 


ſhow'd that. Epick Poetry is. not 


 confin'd/to-ltaly and; Greece: That | 
You;are honored by. the... belt, and 


envy'd by.'others, proclaims Excel 
kncy,and Worth.;' For True Ho; 


 noris built only:upon perfeRion; and 


Envy, as it is as ſharp. lighted ,.. ſo 


tis as ſoaring as. an Eagle, and who 


ever ſaw it ſtoop at a Sparrow or' a 


Wren ? 
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- 

LE 

+ 
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_ . 


2 lg 
any diſobliging <adlify'?”> This apq 
pears from the Encouragement You 
arg. ready to.give any tolerable at-. 
tempts, and-xeach out a helping-hand> 
to all theſe who endeavour to climb' 
that..\height ; where Y ou are already 
ſeated : E'en this ows its completion 
to thoſe {miles which Y ou condeſcend- 
ed to beſtow upon ſome. parts of it, 
and now ventures to appear aſecond 
time where at firſt it Fs favou- 
rable Entertainment : "Tis Horace, 
Sir, whom You have thought "oy 
ny 


irogalndt Ini 
me ag imo : 
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\ Uinbillian; i the je Fr Beok of TRY 
\Rtithrions'ſirivts® the” FoangOrator 
| Whut yo read; and-after Homer and. 
Viegilniillefly conpmextHed:to his Study, He 
6 bim.- "That confidevabl> impr oventnt whey 
Roma : Pomizthe" Lyrick® Poets; but thiye Fi 
2a Cape: : Yobrtghen 3n the.oboize; ;f meſ- foe 
Pits" biily ora eaoh Whabop" 1" b perorhteed” 
Founhs © Ate /ays parivedldfly of Horace; 
That Re woki'not Tho glis #5 PRO. 
teen "What fe metnzbyancerpretation> vs. 
evident to - Baer one"'that unto fands Bhs. 
rexar-of 1 he word and ther th cients \ Conn 
» Aid why th3s Cation fs teſt 
tothe Odes; ant nor pp'y coy0 the: Saryrkuy 
well, fre-thr--reafon upon wich He fix85'i 
ſeems i common-to both, 9s be taken from tio. 
deſign and fubjeft muter of the Poems 5 *I'6 
ans and.reform a viciqns man, neceſſavi'y 


requs res 


PREFACE. 


requires ſome expreſſions which ax Ode ran 
never want : The Paint which-an Artiſt uſes 
_ be agreeable. tothe” Piect which He de- 
bens; Satyt is t0 inflratt, and that ſuppo» © 
x ſeth a knowledge and diſcovery of the ere! 
whuſt,Ogcs.  ore;made;. only ta \detight and 
pleaſeza vg efore every thing t#; them: that 


j is gapardenable..  (n,gur Com- 
mx Stools this Bude ecof. Quincillian.4 {s' pries/ 
vols age dx, a/his permined trevery Eye, 
and aid gpen ihe dll ft fight by the moſt 
BY Jhageful Notes'thit cqn;be per d : Tot MAY* 
feera:Gramwarign'withia denure: mouth: nn 
| Of. :-Q,Eceteduma te foofe. Skin, ,: and 
yehrefee ty fi _ emithoerhdeeg/al eur ex 
wal Puprs js op 
5 raft abelazy 
en \rand6bfof-- they rey 4af win in 
_ ? IF ANY: fait deci Mit. among /i.the- 
be Cailfes of: the Corrupridrs)of our: 
M Mane Stertaindy: all thoſe woull afſend, ho. 
6 ſee-that x Stream: will be forh whenthe Foun: 
= 7; ſet i is muddy :Nor-i£this a Jing/e opts. 
nlowjos 95.18 euadent from th:ir. happy: induftige 


PREFACE. 


= have correfled ſome of our Authors, and 
ſent th:m abroadnaked, and uncorrupted with 
foreign Notes : This Method as. it ſpares 
the Moleſly of the Tow h , fo it muſt be a con- 
ſiderable improvement to his Parts, ſince his 
Mind and Memory and not only bis Eye muſt 
be employ d : Lam bound thankfully to acknow- 
ledge the Pious Care of Mr. Thomas Curgan- 
int w_ now of Shirburn in Dorſerſhire, in this 

matter, He did not want, or if be had, 'His 
Vertue and Induftry had contemnd,ſuch helps, 
having fearcht into theSecrets of the Claſſicks, 
and being an excellent Example of unwearyd 
Diligence, and regular Carriage to Al unger 
his Tuition : To his. Inflrudhion I owe "what 
at preſent I underſtand of theſe Books; and ta 
his Rules my: hopes of future. Attainments : 
The ſame Principles made meCautious of jome 
Odes, tho'1 have paſt by three more apo 4 
differen account. 

' iThis' juſt debt being paid to my Honored 
Inftruftor, the part that concerns my ſelf,Rea- 
der; will give Thee little trouble : I cannot © 
chooſe but ſmile now and then to think that I © 


who- © 
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| who have nt Mefi chenough ta xndetftakdone 
\. Note, and too: little 511 Nature for that: iy 
|. commonly thought aweceſſary ingredient )to be 
 e:Satyrift, ſbould\ venture. upon Horace ; 
' Tits certain our Languages not Capuble:of 
| the nunibers of the: Poet, and therefore if the 
' Sexe of the Au}hor is del verd,the variety of 
Expreſſion kept (whith I muſt deſpain of after 
Quinellian hath affar'd us thitt \ be:1s moſt 
ily bold in his words )-and\his'Fancy\not 
| debasd, (for Þ cannot think my ſelf able 76 
' zobpiove Horace) 'tisall that:canhe expebted 
| © froma Verſion; This'\tbe Admirable Cowley 
| Cod der d whenhe andertookRindar,; and hath 
| . arann aſbort and: full. Apblogy ee the. liks 
| wdertakings : © Wemuſt, confider, 1ay's he, 
| ©-thegreat differenceof time, bermxet his" Age, 
| Gumgbours © which'\changesay-in Pictures; at 
| © feaſt theColoras of Poetryztht waleſs diffe 
| © rence betwixt the Religions trd\Caftontsbf 
| Var Countries) thouſand partieubarifies of 
 < Plates, Perfons:and Manners; ich do; bee 
| 4 bonfuſed!y. appear to our\ Eyes at this di: 
: V \flance; and laftly(which mere enough yo 
: or 


PREFACE 


» for my purpoſe) we muſt conſis ider that - Our 
« Bars are Dy to' the Muſick of hiv 


«* numbers, which ſometimes, (eſpecially in ougs. 
© ad Odes) almoſ? without any thing elſe. makes. 

* an, excellent Poet ; "Tis true. be omproves this 
n. deration, and urges it as concluding agai 
all ftri&t and faithful Verſions ; in which 1m 
beg learve ta diſſent, thinking it better to. convey 
down the Learning of the Ancients, than their 
empty found ſuited to the preſent times, and 


\ How the 447 their whole ſubſtance, rather 


than their thin Gho#t 4 with ſome light | 
Air of my own. | 
s for ill Nature, ' Horace requires none, 


nay diſclaims it in a Satyriſt; his ſharpeſt 
touches, if we belierve both bimfelf, and thoje- 


that beſt underſtood bim, are innocent Waggery, 


adnuflus circum przcordia ludir, 

He endeavours to laugh men out of their Vices, 
and doth not lance or cauterize the ſores, but 
tickles till He heals; and how much thisawen 
thod ſurpaſſes the rougher handling, every one 
may imagine, who knows that 'tis more griePous: 
to. any. man to be Ridicul'd than beaten;\ and, 
Who is there that would not rather appear; ind 
Company 
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Company with a black Eye, than a ſmutted 
Face ? Some few advisd me to' turn the'Sa- 
.tyrs 70 our own Times, they ſaid that Romic 
was now rivall d in her Viges, and Parellels 
for Hypocrifie, Profaneneſs, Avarice and the 
like were eaſie to be found; but thoſe Crimes 
are much out of my acquaintance,and ſince the 
Charafler is the ſame whoever the Perſon is, 1 
am not ſo fond of being hated as to make any 


difobliging applications: Such pains, would 


book like an impertinent labour to find a dung- 
hill, only that I might ſatisfy an unaccount- 
able humour of dirting one Man's Face, and 
beſpattering another : Some have taken this 
may,and the ill-Nature of the World hath con- 
ſpird to think their rudeneſs Wit : All their 
ſmartneſs proceeds from a ſharp Humor in 
their Body which falls into their Pen, and if 
| it drops upon a Man's Reputation that is as 
| bright and ſolid as poliſht Steelit ſullies it pre- 
ſently,and eats thro. Such are never lov d, or 
praisd but ſhund and f-ar d, like Mad-Dogs, 
for their Teeth and Foam ; and are excellent- 
by repreſented by Lucan's Baſilisk, - 
Who 


% 
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Who drives all other Serpents from the Plains, 
And all alone in the vaſt Defart reigns. 


What Thave borrow d from others, if ever 
T have flock enough, 1 will honeſily endeavour 
torepay ; but the debt which Ihave contra- 
ed from my Lord Roſcommon is ſo vaſt, that 
T ſhall never be able to diſcharge. To his ad- 
mirable Verſion I muſt gratefully acknowledge, 
That IT owe the ſence, and the beſt lines in 
the Art of Poetry. | 
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ODE L 
7o MECANAS, 


4 


Several Men have ſeveral Delights. Lyrick- P oetry 
7s his. 


BE CANAS, born of Royal Blood, 
1 My joy, my guard, and ſweeteſt good; - 
Some love with rapid wheels to raiſe 
0 DOmpian duſt, and your praile ; 


1 


+ nit HORACE's 

* Where Races won, and Palms beſtow'd, 
Do lift a King into a God : 
And ſome in high Commands are proud, 
That great preterment of the Crowd ; 
Blown by their breath the Bubble flies, 
Gazd at a while ; then breaks and dies : 

 Anather ploughs his Fathers Fields, 
His Barn holds all that Zzhya yields ; 
And hopes of Wealth and Worlds of Gain, 
Shall never tempt him from the Plain ; 
Or draw his feartul Soul to,xide 
In feeble Ships, and ſtem the Tide: 
The Merchants toſt in angry Seas, 
That praile their fields, and quiet cafe, 
Yet rigg their tatter'd Ships once more, 
Untaught, unable to be poor : 

' Some underneath a Myrtle thade, 
Or by ſmooth Springs ſupinely laid, 
With Mirth, and Wine, and wanton Play, 
Contra& the buſineſs of the Day : 
Shrill Trumper's ſounds and noiſy Wars, 
That others hate, pleaſe other Ears : 
The Hunter doth his eaſe forgo ; 
He lies abroad in Froſt, in Snow ; 
He ſoon forgets his pleaſing Wite, 
And all the toft delights of Liſe 
Whilſt faithfvl Hounds a Deer purſue, 

_ Or have a raging Boar in view : 
The purling ſtreams and ſhady grove 
The Nymphs and Satyrs dance, and love ; 
Green Ivy Crowns, that'only ſpread 
Freſh Honors round a'learned head, _ _. 0 
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Shall raiſe my Name above the Crowd, 
And lift me up into a God ; 

If Muſes kind ſhall ſtring my Lyre, 

Or Tune my Pipe, and heats inſpire; 

If You, my Lord, approve my vein, 
And count me 'mongſt the Lyrick train, 
Secure from Death Tle cotidly riſe 


And hide my head in lofty Skies: 


— 


tc 


ODE IL 
T7 AUGUSTUS. 


Rome hath ſmarted for killing Cfar, and all their 


Hopes are in Auguſtus. 


Nough of Thunder, mighty Jove, 
_JEnough thy flaming Arm has thrown, 
t.nough bath torn the facred Grove, 
Enough amaz'd the frighted Town : 


Leſt Pyrrha's age return'd they fear'd: 
Strange Age, when from the former floods 
Old Proteus drove his ſcaly Herd 

To viſit Hills, and glide in Woods : 


The Fiſhes hung on lofty boughs, 

Thoſe Seats well known to Doves 

The ſpreading; Waves ſnatcht trembling Does, 
They ſwam, and look'd in vain for ſhore. 


B2- We 


Ps 
S {» 
py 


We ſaw ſwola 7ihi bickward flow, . "ae 
And from the 7uſcan waves 'retire ;' /'',' 


The Monuments -of Kings o'erthrow, 

And hiſs in Ye/ta's facred; fire : 

Whilſt Hee, too.too Uxorious flood, 

Swoln big with fury,:cuts along 

The left-hand banks, though ove withſtood, 
To right Complaining 7's wrong. © 


-_- DO En 


The Youth ſhall hear that impious ſteel 
Againſt our ſelves we madly drew, 
Which better haughty Medes ſhould feel, 
The Youth our faults have left but few. 


WhatiGadto. prop: the. falling State 
Shall we invoke. with earneſt Prayers ? 
How ſhall our Virgins ſof.en fate, 


And weary Yeſta's deatned Ears ? 


And whom to expiate Cz/ar's bloud | 
Will Fove appoint 2 4pollo come, ; 
Ofr rhy bright ſhoulders caſt a cloud, 
. And kindly ſyccour guilty Rome. 
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Or Yenus fair, whom Joys attend, 

Whom Youth flies round, and ſmiling Grace ; 
Or Father Mars at laſt defcend, 

And pity thy decaying Race. 


Oh long, too long thy fierce delight 
Hath,gluttedi/Thee;: whom Wars: do. pleaſe 

With Darts ant Spears; and ſtern in tight, 

The frightful Moors unlearn'd in caſe, oO 
=. = 
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Or whether chang'd to-Mortal Eyes - TE 112%H >; 
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You ſeem a Youth, Kind, winged; _ POTS 
Nor doſt the friendly name. deſpiſe /) -r / 


Of the Avenger of our-Ceſar's blood.-: # brif\ 
Oh Late may You return'to ove, : it 01) 
May quiet days extend thy reign, rivet bots 
Nor vext at Us in haſt remove., t rQorrit +0) 


To viſit happy feats again. ».'' :: |; -' 1/7 


Our Empire's Father, Prince, and: Guides, -- yet 
In Triumphs live; Norlet-the Medesg1iw way) o5 
Proud in our Spoils, unpuniflid ride. :/ 

Whilſt Mighty C2/ar "OY kads:::; | mn 109 hed 
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ODEW.. |. 41 
To VIRGIL, VO TORR 


Taking a V oyage: 29 Arhens,, 


O may kind Yenus. guide: thy. Sails, 
So Heler's Brother's ſhining Stars, 

Secure thee from thy Fears: 
So ol looſe the Southern'gales, ' © 0 1 
And all the other Winds 'cantroul ; 
As thou doſt waft thy. Yirgzl or, 


And land him on the Az#z ck ſhore x 


Preſerving half my Soul. 
B3 


6 | H OR' ACEF's | Book T. 
GR MDCSaeEE_ TT 
In feeble Ships to ſtem the Seas, = 

| Who weeping Hyades 
And Monſters-faw, horſtoop'd to fear. 


Who faw the headlong Whirlwinds fight, 

And ſouth-winds rage;,-vhigt beſt can raiſe 

Or ſmooth the 4driatick Sens, 
Nor dy at ſuch's fight. - 


What Face of Deatlveag move his fears, 
That ſaw with' an" unddimted Eye 

Vaſt Rocks and Waves as high , 
And could reſtrain his/flowing tears 


= 


In vain the Gods defrgn'd: in vain, 

In vain they did the Lancs vide 
By an unfriendly Tide, 

If impious Ships can craſs the Main. 


Man forc'd by an imperious Will, 

Does make all haſt to be undone, 

And very eagerly ruſh on 
To.coutt forbidden Ill. 


Prometheus brought” Celeſtial fire, . . ne 
Which firſt by wicked, Arts He ſtols, 
Togive is Fo 1.2 Soul, 
And kindle this abſur j < Faq | 
But Vengeance foon pbſes deceit; 
For thence began unknown diſeaſe, 


Fence cruel Fevers firſt did ſeize, 
And took their fatal Heart. 


Then 


wi 


Book T. _ OE8S 
Then lazy Death did mend her pace 
Our Life contracted to a ſpan, 

Death came in haſt on Man, 


And ſtopt' his yet unfiniſht race. 


With Wings which Nature's Laws deny, 
Firſt Dedalus did boldly dare 

To beat the Empty Air; 
And wander thro the liquid Sky. 


Thro Hell the fierce Alcides ran, 

He ſcorn'd, the ftubborn chains of Fate, 

And rudely broke the Brazen Gate ; 
Novught' is too hard for Man. 


Grown Giatits in Impiety, 
Our Impious folly dares the Sky, 
We dare aflault Fove's glorious Throne, - 
Nor, ſtill averſe'to his command, 
Will we permit his lifted Hand 
To lay his Thunder down. 


—— 


ODE IV. 
He adviſeth his Friend to live merrily. 


Harp Winter Melts, Favonius ſpreads his wing, 
A pleaſing change, and bears the Spring : 
Dry Ships drawn down from ſtocks now plow the 
And ſpread their greedy Sails again: (Main, 
\Nor Stalls the Ox, nor Firexthe Clowns delight, 1 
And Fields have loſt their hoary white : 
B 4 | 


The | 


: ua * WF; * » 
» oats - tec . » 
. _ - 
" * vb —} 

y ESE Fike- - es 

REES 1 

«_ 4 
* . 4 
-; 
7 


EXErECEIEIT 
Bl M 


4 = *2 to "5 0a OA Tn TEE Te © Arad 
Ns # ooh an ge Ne eddie de” Ie Pe * mann = — — 
90am » - —_ _ - 


—___—c— — 


HORACE Book: 


$ | 
By Moom light dance, and Yenus leads : 
Whilſt labouring Cyclops furious Yalcay tires, 
And heats their Forge with double fires : 
Now crown'd with Myrtle, crown'd with riſing 
Flowers 
From looſned Fields, drive eaſie hours ; 
A Lamb to Faunus ; if he moſt approves 
A Kid, A Kid muſt ſtain the Groves : 
With equal foot, Rich Friend, impartial Fate 
Knocks'at the Cottage, and the Palace Gate ; 


_ Life's ſpan forbids Thee to extend thy Cares, 


And ftretch thy Hopes beyond thy Years : 
Night ſoon will ſeize, and-You muſt - quickly go: 
To ſtory'd Ghoſts, and Plato's houſe below; 


| Where once arriv 'd, adieu to Wine and Love, 


And all the ſoft Delights above : 

No Feaſts, where Thee the happy Lot may place / 
The Juſt Diſpoſer of the Glaſs : 

No Lycidas, no fair ſurprizing Boy, 

© Or to admire, or to enjoy : 


No Lycidas, who naw our Youth do's charm, 


And ſoon ſhall all our Virgins warm. 


Book 1, ODES.' 


ODEV. 


Fe rejoices at hjs deliverance from his bewitching 
Miſtrifs. 


V V Hat tender Youth upon a Roſy bed, 
With Odours flowing round his head, 
Shall ruffle Thee, | and looſe a heart > 
For what fond Youth wilt, Thou prepare 
The lovely Mazes of thy Hair, 
And ſpread Charms neat without the help of Art > 


How oft unhappy ſhall he grieve to find 
The fickle baſeneſs of your Mind ? 
When he that neer felt ſtorms betore, 
Shall ſee black Heaven ſpread o'er with Clouds, 
And threatning Tempeſts toſs the Flouds, 
Whilſt Helpleſs He in vain looks back for Shore. 


$ Now fondly, now He rifles all thy Charms, 
He wantons in thy pleaſing Arms, 
And boaſts his happineſs Compleat : 
He thinks that You will always prove 
As fair, and conſtant to his Love ; (cheat. 
And knows not how, haw.ſoon thoſe ſmiles may 


Ah wretched thoſe who love, yet ne'er did try 
The ſmil'ng treachery of thy Eye ! 
Bur I'm ſecure, my danger's oer, 
My Table ſhows the Cloths I vow'd, 
When midſt the ſtorm to pleaſe the God, 
I have hung up, and now am fate on ſhore. 
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ODE VI. 
To AGRIPPA. 


Varius may record his great Actions, but Love muſt 
be the ſubjett of his Songs. 


ee great in Arms ſhall YVarius ſing, 
In Conda@ wiſe, and bold in fight ; 
What Conqueſts under your Command, 
. - The Legions wan by Sea arid Land, 
The ſame ſhall boldly write 
With quills that dropt from lofty Zomer's wing. 


My tender Verſe muſt Wars refuſe ; 
Spears, Trophies, and the armed field, 
The fierce Pehides haughty rage 
-Fhat ſtill preſt forward to engage, 
__ And knew not how to yield, 
Are things too weighty for my feeble Muſe. 


Stri Modeſty confines my Tongue, 
And ſhame forbids me to diſgrace 
A ſubje high, fo near divine, 
As mighty Czſar's praiſe and thine, 
And your great names debaſe 
By the officious meanneſs of a Song, 


For who in worthy ſtrains can write 
Mars dreadful in his Iron Coat > 

Or ſhow the black Merione 
In -7rojan duſt ſeverely: gay 2 


SO A 


ODES. 
Or how 7ydides fought 


Bobk I, 


- By Pallas aid, and match'd the Gods in fight > 


I ſing ſoft Boys and Virgin's Wars, 
How ſoon they ſmile, how angry foon 
With cloſe par'd nails, and tender tooth 
They all invade the ruffling-Youth ; 
Thus urge my frolick on 
And bid farewel, a long farewel to Cares. 


[nn 
— — _ 


ODE VII. 


He commends Planciis his Seat, and adviſeth him 
to enjoy his Life. 


Ome Myteley, or famous Rhodes will praiſe, 
Or two-ſea'd Corinth's honor raiſe ; 
Some Thebes for Bacchus fam'd'in founding ſtrains, 
Or flowry -Zempe's open Plains : 
Some fill their laſting Verſe with high renown 
Of Virgin Pallas learned town ; 
And whilſt they ſtudiouſly their praiſe beſtow, 
To All prefer the Olive bough : 


To honor Juno, Argos fome proclaim, 


Or raiſe Mycexe high in tame ; 
Not patient Sparta, Tempe's fruitful Fields, 
Nor all that fat Lara yields, 
Can raiſe my fancy ; no, I all contemn, 
Compard to fair 4/bunea's ſtream ; 


My 
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My water'd Orchards, headlong'Anio's flood, 
Or quiet [7z##ur's ſhady wood : we 
_ As fair South-winds will bruſh the Clouds away, 
Nor always brood a yy; | 
So Plantus, You, whatever life you lead, 
Or play at home in 77b«r's ſhade, 
Or fill the ſkinin Camp, and lead/the War, 
With Wine ſtill wiſely end thy Care : 
- When 7eucer fled, 'diſtreſt by angry- fate, 
His Country, and his Father's hate, y 
With poplar Crowns He grac'd his drunken head ; ! 
And thus to drooping Friends he fa'd, 5 
What-ever Chance the kinder Parent ſends, 
_ . . Welll bravely bear, my noble Friends : 
Adieu fond Care, deſpairing fears be gone, 
Whilſt Zeucer guides and leads you on ; 
Unerring Phzbus fays our hands ſhall raiſe ; 
"ACity in another place, © | ” m0 1 
Another Salami : Cheer, rouſe your force, © * 
VU For we have often'ſuffer'd worſe: 
Drink briskly*round, diſpel all cloudy forrow, : 
Drink round, We'll plow the Deep to mor. * 
row, : ! | | 
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ODE VII. q 
70 LY DIA, 


Who had made Lybaris Effeminate. 


 . Þ Ell, Lydas tell me this, 
By all rhe Gods I do conjure Thee, tell 
Why thou wilt ruine Lybarzs 
By loving of the Youth too well - 


Why doth He hate the Plain, * 
That can endure the fury of the Skies, 
The burning San, the Wind and Rain : 
By Nature fitted tor the Prize 2 


7 | Why now refuſe to ride 
Amidſt is equals, and with graceful force 
The fury of his Courſer guide, 
And bravely ſit the manag'd Horſe - 


Why Yel'ow 7:bur's ſtream 
Doth He now hate 2, Why fear to touch the flood 2? 
And why the ſhining Oil contemn 
& With greater care than Viper's Blood 2 


Why do his Arms no more 
7 | Look black with blows and honourable Scars, 
X Which once with juſt applauſe He bore, 
When Fame attended on his Wars 2 
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, So juſtly prais'd for Art, 
, So fam'd for ſtrength, when throw the wondring 
; | throng 


Beyond the bounds he threw the Dart, 
Which ſwiftly bore his praiſe along. 


Why doth he now le hid, 
As once complying with his Mother's fears 
The Great, the Brave Ach3/les did, 
Leſt Manly dreſs ſhould force him on to Wars? ! 
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ODE IX. 


He adviſeth his Friend to live merrily. 


EE how the Hills are white with Snow, 
The Seas are rough, the Woods are toſt, 
The Trees beneath their burthen bow, 
And purling ſtreams are bound in froſt. 


Diſlolve the Cold with noble Wine, 
Dear Friend, and make a rouzing fire, 
'Gainſt Cold without, and Care within, 
Let both both with equal force conſpire. 


With all things elſe, come, truſt the Gods, 

Who when they ſhall a Calm reſtore, | 
And {till the ſtorms, that toſs the Floods ; | 
Old Oaks, and Aſhes ſhake no more. 


Rook I. 


ODES. 


All Cares, and Fears are fond and vain; 
Fly vexing thoughts of dark to-morrow ; 
What Chance ſcores up, count perfect gain, 
And baniſh buſineſs, baniſh ſorrow, 


Whilſt Thou art green, and gay, and young, 
Ere dull Age comes, and ſtrength decays, 
Let mirth, and humour, dance, and ſong 

Be all the trouble of thy days. 


The Court, the Mall, the Park, and Stage, 
* With eager thoughts of Love purſue ; 

$4 Gay Evening whiſpers fit thy Age, 

7 And be to Afſignation true. 


3 Now Love to hear the hiding Maid, 

4 Whom Youth hath fir'd, and Beauty charms, 
3 By her own tittering laugh betray'd, 

And forc'd into her Lover's Arms. 


Go dally with thy wanton Mis, 


* | And from the Willing ſeeming Coy, 


Or force a Ring, or ſteal a Kiſs ; 
! For Age will come, and then farewel to Joy. 


TO —_ — RY 


ODE X. 
1n praiſe of Mercury. 


Weet ſmooth-tongu'd God, wiſe Atlas Son, 


_J Whoſe Voice did mould Mens flinty hearts, 


Juſt riſen from their Parent ſtone, 
By ſoftning Muſick, and inſtruQting Arts. 
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" Thee, Thee i my Mute ſhall gladly ſing, 
Thee; Poſt of Heaven, and Guard of Hell ; 
Firſt Mover of the charming ſtring ; 

By waggith Thievery cunning to conceal. 


Unleſs you would reſtore the Cows, 
Whilſt with his voice He dard the Child, 
And threatned with his angry brows, 
Now he had1loſt his Bow, 4po4o Smil'd. 


Rich Pram, with a Pious haſt, 
Whilſt you did guide his trembling fret, 
Theſſaliasn fires ſecurely paſt, 

The Camp, and proud Arrides haughty Fleet: 


You gently guide the Pious Souls 
To happy Seats ; Your golden rod 
The flittiog Troop controuls ; 

O lov'd, Above, Below, by every God! 


—_— 


ODE XL. 


He adviſeth his Friend to live merrily, and rake | ; 


no Care for to morrow. 


H do not atrive too much to know, 
| My dear Luconoe, 
What the kind Gods deſign to do 
' With Me and Thee. of 
Ah do' not You conſult the Stars ! - 
Contented bear thy doom, 


te | 
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Rather than thus increaſe thy fears 
_ © Forwhatwill come 


Whether they'l give one Winter more, 
Or elſe make this thy laſt ; 
Which breakes the Waves on 7yrrhexe ſhore 
With many a blaſt, 


Be Wiſe,, and Drink ; cut off long Cares 
From thy contracted Span, 


Z Nor ſtretch extenſive hopesand fears 


 Beyonda Man. . 


Een whil'ſt we ſpeak the envious time 
Doth make ſwift haſt away, 
Then ſieze the preſent, uſe rhy prime, - 
Nor truſt another Day. 


. - ".- _— 
To AUGUSTUS. 


Hat Man, what Zero, ſtately Muſe, 
Wilt thou deliver down to Fame 2 
What God for thy great Subje& chooſe 2 
And make the wanton Echo ſport his Name 2 


Oer-Z7elicon's reſounding Grove, 

Ofer Pipdus, or cold Hemus hill 2 

Whence liſfning Woods did gladly moye 
And throng'd to hear ſweet Orpheus wondrous quill. 
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A eee een aomcoms 
He by his Mothers art:could bind: | 
The headlong fury af: the floods z'. -- | | 
ay rough ſtorms, appeaſe the wind, ; 
And looſe from their fixt roots the dancing woods. 


Whom firſt > Shall Þ creating Jove 

With humble pious duty ſing, . 

That guides below, and rules above, 
The great Diſpoſer, and the mighty King 2 


Than He none greater, next hum none 

That can be, 1s, or Was : F074 

Supreme he ſingly fills the Throne ; 
Yet Pallas is ow the neareſt place.” 


Thy praiſes, -Bacchus,| bold in War, 
My willing Mufe-will-gladly ſhow; 
And, Virgin, Thee whom Z7ygers fear ; 
And Phe3us dreadful for unerring Bow. 
Alcides Acts my Muſe muſt write, 
And Leda'sSpng; »ane fam'd for Horle, 
And onein cloſe and handy fight 
Of haughty bravery, and, of noble Force; 


When Þoth their Stars at once appear, ' 
The Winds are Hog, they rage no more ; 
(It is their Will) the Skies are clear, 

And Waves roy] ſoftly by the quiet ſhore. 


Shall Regulus ſtand next to Theſt'? 

1; Of furious Zarquiy's haughty Reign > 
2 Or,” Numa's Laws and plons Peace 3 
Qr Cato's noble fall, ang fierce diſdain 2 


- 
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The Scavuri next, the Great, the Good - 
Or Regulus his conſtant Truth 2 
Or Paulus, prodigal of his blood 

When Zamzbal overthrew the Roman Youth? 


Or ſhall I fing in laſting Verſe 
Fabricius Mind too great for Gold. 2 
Or elſe rough. Carias Praile reherſe, 
In conduct prudent, and in action bold 2 


Him and Camillus fam'd for War, 

In a poor houſe, and mean eſtate 

Want. poorly bred 'on hardy fare, ; 
And made them ſtrong to. prop Rome's ſinking Fate, 


| Marcellus like an Oak doth riſe, 
And Fulius Caeſar's light appears, 
As in fair. Nights and ſmiling Skies 


The beauteous Moon amid'ſt the meaner Stars. 


"—_— 


Great Saturn's Oft-ſpring, mighty Fove, 
Whoſe greateſt care 15 Ceſar's tate ; 
Serenely You may reign above, 

Whilſt here Anguſtus keeps the ſecond ſtate. 


And whether He in triumph leads 
The Parthians that on Latium prelt ; 
Or beats the Z#dians and the Medes, 
And ſpoils the diſtant Nations of the Eaſt, 


He leſs than Thou, rules all below, 
Whilſt Thy hot Wheels may ſhake the Clouds, 
And dreadful Thunder ftercely throw 
On Groves prophan'd, and on unhallow'd Woods. 
$2137 C2 ODE 
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ODE XII 
His Tealmfie occaſions his diſquet. 


VV Lydia praiſes Damon's Charms, 
Hisroſy Neck; 'and waxen Arms, 
His Air, and rowling Eye ; 
My Mind ſcarce thinks on what it does, 
My ſickly Colour-comes and goes ; 
I rage, T burn, I dic: 


T loſe my former vital Grace, 

And tears ſteal ſoftly down my face ; 
Cold feeble Sweats begin, 

Cold feeble Sweats that plainly ſhow 

How fierce the Flame, and yet how ſlow, 

 "Fhat meltsmy Soul within : 

I rage ta ſee:thy Shoulder ſtain'd, ., 

Or ſnowy Breaſt by drunken hand 
Too lovingly unkind ; 

Or when. the ns Lo youth 

Hath preſt thy Lips with eager Tooth, 
And left a Mark behind : 


| Coy Lydia, all thy hopes are vain 


Still toendure the pleaſing pain 
Of a ſurprizing Kils, 

Which Yenus doth in'Nectar ſteep, 

And hangs upoh the balmy Lip, 

 _ Toidraw usow'to Blils: 
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Thrice happy They, that: free from A. 

Maintain a Love as long as life.; it 
Whoſe fixt and binding Yours. 

No intervening. Jealoufie,, 

No Fears and no Debates untye ; 


And Death alone can Jooke. DO e-=+- 


ODE XIV. hk 


To the Common-wealthiwhich was now 7066) to 


engage in anorher Civil War 


Nd ſhall the reging/Waves again 
Bear Thee back into the Vain ! 


Oh what doſtdo-! Put: cloſe toſhore, ; -..; 


And never truſt: the Ocean-more:--- . > 
Thy Oars are gone; /and Southern blaſts. 


Have rent thy Sails, and torg thy Maſts;.... £m 


Nor without tackling canfhithou begs: 
The violent fury of. the' Wave; 
Thy Stern is gone, thy Gods are loſt, 


©” _—_— - 


And thou haftaone/torhear thy cry, >] i © 
When thou-onidangerous:Shelves art __—_ tes rv 


When B.llows:rage, and! Waritlsare Highs": 


Tho thou art built of noble[/Wogad,; -: +;5;1+ |; 


And gay as ever cut the'Elood ; 

Alas ! 'tis but an empty Name, | 

Nor will the Seas regard thy Fame ; 

What fearful Sea-man dares rely / | 
On Gilded Sterns when Winds are high > 
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Vain 
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Vain ſhow? Toe Re ro fa but pleaſe,” (94-3 01 
An eaſie prey to an Seas: LS 17 aNCHIE VL 
Tho often Thou haſt fafely paſt,” 
Thou owe'ſt a ſport to Winds at hft : 
Oh ! lately Thou my &ri&f and' fear, 
And now my freſh and'prefent Care, 
Take heed, and fly the flattering Seas 
BerweerTthe fhining Cyctazes, | - 
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ODE XV. 


Nereus Marr thy - Fall of of Troy, « occaſto on 'd by Paris s 
c Rape of Helen. 


VV Hen faithleſs'Parss ſtole aways 
And carry d'Helewthro the Sea ; 
Then! Nerrus ftilFd the Wind: 
He quieted: thear) : Seas, 
kad lull'd the Billows into: waſs;:: 


Eaſe to the Lovers haſtowinkind, 
[B 21205) \ 


Whilit thus he apa, Thou carry'ſt hone! | 

Thine own,/alfe Youth, -and Country's: No0M N 
Whew 'Greeks.ſhaff ferch agAI: - | 

With all their force-z-a9d:all combine; - 

To break that wicked Matdtr of thiney'/- 

And Ancient Priam $:nobls  feign. ; 


C, 


What labor, ah! What-daftind-heas 
And how the Men,; and Horſesſfveat! 
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Ah ! 
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Ah/ 7roy, what Fates engage? --': ./. 1; 


Een furious Pallas now 


Her Helmet and her Shield -tot Wars; 


Her dreadful Chariot, arid: her Rage. 


In vain ſhalt thou thy fafety. place 
In Venus aid, and paint thy up 
In vain adorn thy hawr'; }. 
In vain thy feeble Harp ſhalt taove, 
And fing ſoft tales of caſte Love, 
To pleate the wanton and the fair. 


In vain ſhalt Thou avoid thy F 'oe, 

- The winged Dart, and Cretan TOW; 
Things grievous thy joys : 

In vain with grief thalt fear- to view 


Stout 4jax eager to purſues} -/- 
And ſtrive to fly the hated noe, 


But ah! too late, ah, much too.late 
Thou ſhalt endure the ſtroak of 3 wk 
-—-— "And find the Gods-arejuft 

Too late Thou ſhalt defer Ne yſcel 
The force of the revenging fteel, 

And ſail thi: Adulterous locks ig-duſt, 


Doſt Thou notſee grave Neſtor's age, 
And fierce 7/lyſfſes. cf rage, 


| | The e of thy State > 
Nor Teucer 7h undaunted force, 
Nor Stheneleus that drives his Horſe 
As furious 2nd as fall as TOR? 
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Ah! 
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Ah- thou ſha ſe 4 5a 
In 7rojax duſtſeve 
And fierce Tydides = . 
Look how he Gowns, and'roves about 
_ To find the Feeble Parzs out ; 
Tydides, as his F ather brave. 


Theſe, feeble Paris, thou ſhalt fly. | 
As trembling Does whoſe fears elpy | 
A Lion in a Grove; 
They leave their Herbs, with panting Breath, 
They ſtrive to ſhun purſuing Death ; 
Was this thy Promiſe'to Thy Love! 


_ Achilles angry for a Wrong. 
Shall 7r-yes approaching Fate prolong; e\1iv 
" - But after certain'years, | 15/12 Te 
Theſſalian Flames and Greczan Fire {2 03 9%.) Loy 
Shall o'er the proudeſt Piles aſpire : | 
And fill the Matrons x 6a] with Toars.” 03 6 IQ 
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written on young, Lady. 


1 uot of] 
H Daughter ia ir, 4 grcatet Charts NP. 
Than thoſe with 


bich thy 7 Meck Warms, 
My guilty OL OW, you phe vi., 
Deſtroy, in Flames (th6 ſearce fo hbt*- : 

As that fierce rage with W ich Fiens) - 

Or1 in the gy, Sas. 
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Not Cybele ſuch heat infpires . 
Ne'er Phebus with ſuck raging fires 
His Propher's Soul poſleſsr, 
Not Bacchns ſelf can raiſe a Man 
Half ſo much as Anger can 
When once 1t burns the Breaſt : 


Not Tears nor Kindneſs can aſlwage, 
Nor Force nor Danger curb'the rage, 
It ventures boldly on ; - | wr 
It ſcorns to be confin'd by Foue, 
Or all the Thund'ripg Powers above, 
But by its boundleſs ſelf alone. 


When Bold Prometheus firſt began; 

As Story goes, to make a Man : 
From every thing He ſnatcht a part 

To furniſh out, his Clay | 

And to compleat his rude eflay, 


And plac'd a Lions fury in the Heart, 


"Twas Rage that made the Brothers hate, 
Rage wrought Zhyeſtes wond'rovus fate ; 
'Twas Rage that kill'd the Child ; 
That fed the Father with the Son, 


And' when it faw the mighty Miſchief done, - 
Stood by, -anid (what was ſtrange) it ſmil'd, 


'Tis that that-raiſes all our Wars, 
And brings our,Dangers and our Fears, 
When. the inſulting Foe, 
Wh.1I'ſt Anger burns, and T6 bes 

Ofer/TownandCities r uind, alls, 
2  Doth draw the heavy plough. 


| 
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Then curb thy Anger, charming Maid, 
That once my heedlets Youth betray d; 
It raisd a deadly flame, - -- 
And hurry'd on my: thoughtleſs Muſe 
In ſwift /ambicks to abute 
And wantofi with thy fame- 


But now I do repent'the. wrong, 
And now compoſe a ſofter Song 
To make Thee juft amends: 
Recant the Errors of-my Youth, 
And ſwear thoſe ſcandals were not Iruth ; 
So You and I be friends. 


" _ 
if A—_— p; —_— W O a” ores <4} 


ODE XVII. 


He C dag; his Country Sar, Hd invites 
. bis Mi iferiſs thither. 


Wiſ Faunus oft. ceum leaves behind, 
And t6 thy rife Farm retreats ; I 
nd from tie Jammer heats 7% 98A 
Detends my Goats, "and from rhe rainy wind. 


Ofr Veles, o'er craggy Rocks, andHills they ray, 
oo Seek flewry Thyme, and: fafely brouze 
And wantan-1n the bough S; 
Nor fear an angry Serpent in the way; 
No lurking Verio ſwells the harmleſs mold, - 
The Kids are ſafe, the renderLarmbs / 
- Lie Þleatih tis by their Dams, 
Ing 


Ngthcar the Eve Motres grin round the oh. 
l 
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Soft rural Lays thro every. Ta ſound; 
By low Z/zca's purling Spring 
The Shepherds pipe and fing, ( 
Whilſt from the even Rocks the tunes adoand 


Kind Heaven defends my ſoft aboads, 1&3 | 
I live the Gods peculiar Care, 
Secure and free from fear ; * 
My Songs and my Devotion pleaſe the Gods. 


Here naked Truth, Love, Peace, good Nature.reign, 
And here to Thee ſhall plenty flow, 
And all her Riches ſhow 
To raiſe the honor of the quier Plain. 


Here crooked 'Valesaftord a cool retreat ; 
Or underneath an Arbor's thade 

. - "For Love'and Pleaſure made, 

Thou ſhalt ayoid the Dog- -Star's raging heat ; ; 


And ſweetly ſing the harmleſs Wars of Love, 
How, chaft Peelope's deſires, 
And wanitots Circe's fires. 
With various heats for one Z/yſſes ſtrove. 


At Noon with Wine the fiery beams aſlwags- 
Beneath a ſhade; on beds of Graſs, 
And take a Chirping glaſs; 
But never drink till Mirth boils'up to rage. 


Neer fear thy-.old; Gallant, He's far away, 
He ſhall not ſee;! nor ſeize, . nor tear. --/; 
Thy Chaplet from thy: Hair; 
We ſhall have ——_— and haye.xoom to play. 
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ODE XVIIL. 


Wine moderately taken cheers the Mind, but too 
much makes men mad. | 


And chiefly plant the noble Vine 
In 7:bur's fertile ſhade, 
Or round Cati/es Wall, 

The ſober Dotards Cares invade, 

And numerous miſchiefs wait on all. 


Di Parus urge thy wiſe deſign, 


Pale cares are rude, 
And muſtintrade _ 
Untill forgetful Cups go round ; 
And who in drink doth prate' of Wars, 
Of Wan, -or State affairs 2, 
Each head is free, ''and-buſie thoughts are drown d; 
But'Mirth,-and Women, Sport, and Play, .. 
Is all the trouble of the Day. 


But leſt thy orowing Mirth ſurpab + 

The moderate freedom of a merry glaſs, 
Think on the. Centayrs. blood, 
Think how thoſe Beaſts did fi ht, 

With Wine'and Gore, their Tables flow d; 

And then commind' thy Appetite. ' 


- What wild deſires, 
What Madneſs fires 
The 7hraci#n Bebits : ; how fierce a God; 
When Drunken They all Right and Juſt 
Do meifate by their 
And cagetly riſk nto-brawls and blood 1887 3} 
by Attending 
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; Attending Death ſtrikes every Gueſt, 
And none furvive the fatal Feaſt. 


Submitting to thy eafie yoke 
I'll freely uſe, but ne'er provoke 
Thy rage, obliging God ; 
Nor ſhall my Tongue reveal 
To the prophane and common Crowd 
The myſteries thy bonghs conceal. 


Preſerve my Age 
From drunken Rage 
Which blind Self-love does ſtill attend, 
With Vanity, which loves to ſpread 
Her Plumes, and raiſe her Head 
Above the Common level of her Friend ; 
With theſe with an uneven pace 


Walks broken Faith which lets all Secrets paſs, 


Much more tranſparent than a glaſs. 


ODE XIX. 
70 GLYCERA. 
He confeſſeth his Love. 


He cruel Mother of Deſires 
And wanton Youth reproves, 


And bids me rais'd by Bacchus Fires 
Reſlore my felt to my forſaken Loves. 


Fair 
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= Fair Ghcera,my with 7 
More white than -poliſht Marble " 
Inviting coy, and ſlippery looks, 

Coy looks, too ſlippery tobe gaz d wpon. 


Now Yenus leaves her Cyprian Seats, 

And fills my Soul with 1 her heats ; 

Bide me not mind the Parthian force, 

When dreadful on his Flying Horſe ; 
He makes his proud, and conquering retreats. * 


All that Ithink on muſt be Love ; 

Bring Wine, my Boys, an Altar rear ; 

A tender Lamb perhaps may move , 
And make the angry Goddeſs leſs ſevere. 


QCo——_—_ . — 
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ODE 'XX.: , 


He invites Mecxnas to take a Bottle of Wine 
at his Houſe. 


Oor Sabine Wine in Cups as poor 
Is all my preſent ſtore 
'Twas bottled then, when You, my Lord, 
In crowded Theaters adord 
Smooth 774ur's Banks around 
Return'd the joyful found, 
And babling Echo's the glad ſhouts reſtor'd. 


Rich Casks from the Colerian Vine, 
Or ſmooth Center Wine... 
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* Your Cellar ſtore; but meaner juice 
Contented I niuſt humbly uſe : 
My Cups the Formzian Hill 
Nor. the Falernzas fill ; 
'Tis Wealth's great privilege to be profuſe, 
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ODE XXL. 


Fe exhorts the Boys and Maids to ſing Apollo's 
and Diana's praiſe. 


E tender Maids Dzana ſing ; 
Apollo Praiſe, Ye riſing Boys, 
And both to equal Honors bring ; 
Latona too whom mighty Fove 
Did deeply love, 
And ſhow the pious duty of your joys. 


Diana ſing, Dana loves 
The purling Springs that ſoftly flow, 
* The pleaſing Woods and quiet Groves 
That ſhady Erymanthus bears, 
Or Cragis rears, 
Or in cold A4/zidum but ſlowly grow. 


Ye Males with equal Songs reherſe 
The flowry 7Tempe's open Air; 
Or ſing with an immortal Verſe 
Fair Delos like, - the happy Earth 
| That gave him birth ;- | | 
His charming Harp, his Bow, and grace ſu [Hair .. 
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He by your Pious Vows-oe'rcome 
Pale Famine, and rough Wars ſhall drive 
From C2ſar, and his happy Rowe, 

And make thoſe raging Plagnes infeſt 


The diſtant Weſt : | 
Whilſt we in wanton Peace and Plenty live. 


ODE XXIL 


Nothing will hurt a good innocent Man, 
and a faithful Lover. 


Man unſtain'd, and pure from Sin, 

No Quiver fraught with poilon'd Heads, 
No Africk Javelin needs, 

He has a Guard and Arms: within : 


Whether o'er Syrtes wandring ſands, 


Or brutiſh Caucaſus He goes, 
 __ Or where Zydaſpes flows. 
And ſwiftly cuts the ſavage Lands : 


Of late, when Cares forſook my head, 


I ſtray'd and Sang ith' Sabize Grove 
My Lalage, my Love, | 
A Wolf ſaw me unarm'd, and fled : 


A Beaſt fo large did never roar. 
Ith' Daznia» Woods, and fright the. Swains, 
Nor in her burning Plains 
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So pifce me where no Sun appears, 
Or wrapt in Ciouds or drown'd in tears ; 
Where Woods with whirling Tempeſts toſt : 
Where no relieving Summers breeze 

Does murmur thro the Trees, 
But all lies bound and fixt in Froſt. 


Or place me where the ſcorching Sun 
With beams too near, doth burn the Zone, 
Yet fearleſs there Ill gladly rove ; 
Let frowning, or let ſmiling Fate 

Or Curſe, or Bleſs my State, 
Sweet ſmiling Lalage Ill always love. 


ODE XXIII. 


Fe tells his young Miſtriſs that ſhe is now of 
Age, and need not be afraid of him. 


Ou fly me, Maid, as tender Fawns 
Seek abſent-Dams in deep deſpair, 


'F Ofr craggy Rocks, oer Woods and Lawns, 


And idlely fear at every breath of Air. 


If Winds do whiſtle thro the Grove, 
Or ruffle Vines ; they quickly ſtart, 
It L:zzards in a Bramble move, 

An Icy trembling runs thro every part. 


Not :Zyger I or angry Boar 
Parſue Thee, Chloe, to deſtroy, - 
Attend thy Mother's heels no more | 
Now grown mature for Man, and ripe for Joy. 
D ODE 
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ODE-/ XXIV. | 
He comforts Virgil a way for the Death 
of bis Friend. 


\. Nd who can grievetoo much 2 what time ſhall 
Our mourning for ſo dear a Friend > (end 
Melpomene whom Fove hath bleſt 
With melting Voice, and mournful Tongue, 
And with a Harp above the reſt 
Hath grac'd ; begin the Melancholy Song. 


And doth eternal Sleep cloſe Varus Eyes 2 
How ſoon our Pride and Glory dies ! 
And Where wi'l equal Juſtice find, 
Where ſteddy Faith and naked Truth 
So generous, and fo great a Mind 2 
And where an Equal to the falling Youth 2 


To be bewail'd by all the Good, the Juſt 
He fell ; by you, dear Virgil moſt ; 
By you, - who now doſt mourn in vain, 
By Pious yo',, who idlely pray 
Tohave thy Varus back agiun ; 

He was not !ent Thee for a longer ſtay. 


Could you with ſofter touch than Orpheus move 
The Harp that drew the liſt'ning Grove, 
The Grove that danc'd to Tunes 1c play d 
Yet Blood and Bones would ſcarce return, 
Nor Fleſh tocloath the empty ſhade, 

The Shade that once lay naked in the Urn. 


Which 


{=— 


" Which Mercury, a hard, uncafie God. 
To open Fate, with ful Rod 
- | Hath driven thrd the gloomy Air, 
And fhurt amongſt the Shades of Night : 
'Tis hard : but when We needs muit —_ 


Enduring Patience makes the Burthen light. 


— — 


ODE XXV. 
Fe inſults over his Miſtriſs Lydia, 


now grown Old. 


A, Ha! Thy Trade at laſt is done, 
And all thy wanton Lovers gone ! 
No fighing Youths attend thy State, 
There s$ no ſuch rattling at thy door, 
As Heretofore ; 
And now thy Threſhold loves thy quiet Gate. 


—J 


Now you may reſt ſecure from noiſe, 
And ſ:dly dream of former joys: 
You ſeldom hear deſparing Sighs, 
My Lydia reſts in ſoft delight 
All the long night, 
Whilſt here her faithful Lover pines, and dies. 


Now, now 'tis thine, thy turn to moan 
The. haughty wantons all alone-: 
Now to a ſhady Grove retire, 
Whilſt Winds as cold as thy dull Age 
Do fiercely rage, 
And cool the poor remainders of thy fire. 
D 2 


When 
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"When Liſt as fierce/2s|Mares deſires 
Thy ulterous Heart:.ahd Liver fires, 
Then thon ſhalt mourn; but mourn ir vain, 
That wanton Youth ſeeks blooming Charms, 
And greener arms ; 


Whilſt longing Age ſtill meets with cold diſdain. 


Then thou ſhalt think on ſweets before, - © 
And die at the deſpairing thought, No more. 


Dn —_— 


ODE XXVI. 


He defires his Muſe to commend his Friend 
Lamia. 


, 1, the Muſes merry Friend 

' Deliver all my buſie Cares 

"Unto the wanton Wind ; 

What Tyrant of the North 

Leads dreadful Armies forth 
Secure alone, and laugh at. others fears. 


Sweet Muſe that doſt delight to ſing | 
In ſtrains to Roma Ears'unknown, 
And taſt the Virgin ſpring ; 
Trace oer the ſhady Bowers, 
And gather ſweeteſt flowers ; 
And wreath my Lanza, wreath, a noble Crown. 


What Honors I without thy Aid 

Beſtow to grace my Friends, -are vain ; 
My Crowns will quickly fade: 

You 
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You, Muſe, and allthe: Nine/ſhould raile 
In new Alcaicks Lamia's praiſe, 
And make him live in! an unuſual ſtrain. 


| 


he 


ODE RXV1L | 


He adviſeth his Ariends not to quarrel i in 
their drink, 


A Midſt our Cnps for mirth deſis gn dc 

To fight and quarrel, ſuits | 
Rough Thracian Brutcs ; 

But not the ſober temper of a Friend. 


This Savage Humor, Sirs, forbear, ©” uo 
And free the modeſt Ged 
From brawls and Blood ; 

And let your Humor, as your Wine, be clear. 


How Cups and Swards do diſagree! 
Then give your fighting oer, 
And brawl no more; 
But.fit, and keep your Elbows down like me. 


If you will have the glaſs go round, 
Then tell from what fair Eyes © * 
The Arrow flies ; 
What Beauty makes Thee: Happy ina wound. 


Not tell! Nay then the Glaſs remove, 
Whatever Charms-enſnare 
Thy Heart, are fair ; 
You never ſinin a diſhoneſt Love. 
D 3 
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| Tell boldly, rell.chy ne flame, - 
_ - _ This 1s-no leaky Far 

Not whatT hear 
Shall my lo looſe Tongue pour out to common fame. 


Unhappy Youth: doth ſhe Surprize | i 
And have le ol es polleſs'd 


\.. .-.-» Thy burning Breaſt » 
Thou didſt ph a rRvg from kinder Eyes 


Undone /. for no 7; befſaljan Charms 
Nor cen the; winged Hork 
Can break.her force, 
And free Thee fromthis ſtrange Chimera's Arms. 


——— 


———. PY _ 


ODE XXVIIL 

Architas'z Waechenditiaies being Shipmrack'd, 1s re» 
preſented begging a Seaman ta Bury him, and 
denouncing thin on ' 01M if he neglects his 
RegqueFT. 


Narrow Grave by the Mat inia $kote (more, 

Confines Thee now, and thou canft have no 
Ah! learn'd Architas, ahhow ſmall. for Thee, (Sea ! 
Whoſe wond'rous Mind could meafure Earth and 
What Sands make up the Shore minutely teach, 
And count as far as Number's ſelf could-reach 2 
What did it profit that thy nimble S6ul 
Had travell'd Heaven,and oft ran round the Pole, 
Purſu'd the motions of the rowling Light 


When Death came on, and prog »Yboey ne 
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Wiſe 7antalus the gueſt of Gods is dead, 

And on ſtrange wings the chang'd 7:thouns fled : 
Fove's Friend, juſt Minos, hath refign'd his Breath, 
And wiſe Pythagoras felt a ſecond Death ; 

Altho his 7rojan Shield, and former State 

Did prove his Soul above the force of Fate ; (hand, 
Withdrew the Mind from Death's black conquering 
And left but Skin and Bones at Fate's Command ; 
In thy -Opinion He did moſt excel, 

Diſcover'd Truth, and follow'd Nature well : 

But once oer all long Night her ſhades will ſpread , 
And all muſt walk the Valleys of the Dead: 

Some Rage ſpurs-on,  and/Death attends 1n Wars ; 
The Sea deſtroys the greedy Mariners : 

The Young and-Old confus'd by Numbers fall, 

And Death with equal hand doth ſtrike at all : 

A boifterousStorm my feeble tackling tore, 

And left me.naked on the //lyrian ſhore : 

Bur, Seaman, pray be juſt, put near the Land, 
Beſtow a Grave, and hide my Limbs in Sand: 

So may the threatning Eaft-winds ſpare the Floods; 
And idlely ſpend their Rage on Hills and Woods ; 
Whilſt you ride ſafely ; ſo trom every Shore _ 

May Gain flow-in, and feed thy growing Store. 
May Jove and Neptune, ſoft Tartntum's Guard, 
Confſpire-to!Bleſs, and join.4n one reward : 

Perhaps you-ſcorn, and are.deſigndly baſe, 

Thy Crime, ſhall,Dama thy undeferving Race; 

Thy Pride, vain Man, thall-on thy felt return, 
Thou naked lie, and be the Publick ſcorn : ( down, 
My Prayers ſhajl mount, and-pull juſt Vengeance 


No Oltrings ſhall releaſe, no Vows atone: 


D 4 Thd 
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- Th6 haſty now, driven;by a proſperous oale, 
CO Sqliekly done) thrice ſtrew the fand, and fail, 


—— 


ODE XXIKX 
To ICCIUS, 


A Philoſopher who had left his ſtudy, and 
was reſolv d'to go to War, 


Ou envy, Zccins, the Arabians ſtore, 
Their precious Gums, and-Ivory beds, 
*  Andart refolvd for War ; 
For fierce Sabzan Kings neer fought before, 
And dreadful Medes 


' Your ſcourges knit, and: Roman Chains prepare. 


What lovely Virgin when her Lover's kill'd 
Shall wait on Thee, and call Thee Lord 2 
What perfum'd Royal Boy 
To ſhoot in's Fathers Bow exaRly $kill'd, 
Attend thy board ; 
And ſerve Thy pleaſure in another j Joy ? 


Who now dares fay that ſtreams muſt flow 

From mountains tops to Vales below, 

And not to th' Springs return 2 

Or who deny but 7;hur's wondrous ſtream 
May Hills contemn, 

Andfwittly row! back to his lofty Urn; ; 
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When You can-change for Shield, and Sword, and 
And the baſe Drugery of 'Wars, (Dart, 
What er contentment brings 
Panztas Works, thy coſtly Books of Art 
And Plato's cares; 
Tho once I'm ſure You promis' better things. 


ODE XXX. 


He begs Venus 70 come to the T mple which 
his Glycera had prepar d. 


Ind Yenas leave the Paphian ile, 
And live with Glycera a while ; 
A noble Temple ſhe prepares, 
With Incenſe ſweet thine Altars ſmoak, 
Thy preſence numerous Vows invoak ; 
She calls Thee with a thouſand Prayers. 


The Graces wr h their Zones unloos'd, 
The Nymphs their beauties all expos'd 
From every Spring, and every Plain ; 
Thy powerful, hot, and winged Boy, 
And Youth that's dull without thyjoy, 
And Mercury compoſe thy Train. 


HORACE's \ ; 


ODE XXXI. 
The Poet's Wiſh. 


| V' Hat will the Poet beg to day 

| From Phezbus in his hallow'd Shrine, 
For what doth He defi ign to Pray, | 
Whilſt thus He pours his Haly Wine - 


Not-fat Sardinia's fruitful Corps, 

Nor Flocks that hot Calabria teeds, 

Nor Gold, nor Ivory raiſe his Hopes ; 
Thoſe toys He neither loves, nor | needs. 


Not thoſe rich Fields: where Lyrzs'rans 
With quiet Streams, and wanton 'play, 


" "The ſmootheſt of the Ocean's Sons, 


And gently eats his eaſie Way. 


Let him that Has one, Prune his Vine, 
The Merchant now come fafe to Land, 
In golden Gob. lets quaff the Wine 

His Syriaz Wares and Voyage gain' d. 


He chiefeſt Darling of the Gods, 

For twice a-year He'plows the Main ; 
| Herides the Proud 4/astick Floods, 
And yet makes fafe returns again! 


Me C ichory and Olives feed, 
Me loos'ning Mallows. nobly feaſt, 
"They give what Nature's wants can need, 


And kindly fill the eaſie Gueſt, 


—_— 


F | Book, ODES. 
"* | A Mind to uſe my preſent Store 

With Health and Life, but not fo long 

As brings Contempt, or cramps my Song ; 
Grant this, Apollo, and Iask no more. 


—_— —— 


| Q DE XXXII. 
To his Harp, whoſe aſſiftance he defires. 


F underneath a Myrtle ſhide, 
When tree from Buſineſs, I have play'd 


What may this year, and more command, 


Begin, ſweet Harp, a Remas {train, 
Thoſe Meaſures and thoſe Tunes maintain 
Firſt ſtruck by great A/cexs noble Hand. 


He fierce in Arms, yet mid'ſt his Cares, 
When Dangers preſs'd, and noiſy Wars, 
And ſtain'd his charming Harp with Blood ; 
Or when He ſtemm\'d the angry Seas, 
Or when arriv'd He fate at eaſe, 

And laught at all the Fury ot the Flood : 


The Muſes. He in ſounding Verſe 
Wound Sing, and Yenas Praiſe reherſe, 
With her attending wanton Boy : 
Or Lyco's Face ſurprizing tair, 
With lovely Eyes, and Auborn Hair, 
By Nature fitted to entice toJoy, 
["y | 


Great 
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Great Phebus Glory, Phebus Love, - 
And welconie to the Feaſts of Fove ; 
Thou great Reliever of my Care ; 
When eer | beg thy Aid, attend ; 
Aſliſt the Verſes of thy Friend, 


 Andtune my Songs for Mighty Cz/ar s Ear. 


fe 


ODE XXXIIL 


"0 C Comforts his Friend who had ill ſucceſs wr 
In his Amours. 


Cn dry thine Eyes, and eaſe to mourn, 


Think not too much on-Glycera's ſcorn: 
Ler no complaining Songs proclaim, 


"That ſhe, regardleſs of her Vows, 


Her wanton ſmiles beſtows 


Upon a later, and meaner flame. 


Lycorisoiair for :Cy#as burns, 

She loves, but meets no kind returns ; 

Hnatur'd Pholoe. Cyrus Charms, 

But ſooner ſhall the Lambs agree 
With cruel Wolves, than ſhe 


| | Shall take ſo baſe a Winton in her Arms.” 


Thus Venus ſports, the Rich, the Baſe, 
Unlike in Fortune, -a4nd in Face 
To diſagreeing Love, provokes ;- 

When cruelly. jocoſe 

She ties the Peat nooſe, 
And binds Unequals to the brazen Y okes. 


- 
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This is the Fate that all muſt prove, 
The ſure unhappineſs of Love ; 
W hilſt fairer Virgins did adore 
And courted Me, I Myrtal woo'd 
As rough as Adria's flood 
That bencs the Creeks of the Calabriarn ſhore. 


ODE XXXIV. 


He reſolves to be religi-us, and follw Epicurns's 
Philo/ophy no more. 


That but ſeldom did adore, 

I that no God but pleaſure knew, 
Whilſt mad Philoſophy did blind, 
And Epicurus tooll'd my Mind, 
Mult keep that impious Courſe no more 
But turn my Sails, andſteer anew. 


For Angry Jove with mighty force, 

Whilſt all the Skies where bright and clear, 
Shot thro the Heaven with pointed flame, 
And ſhook th2 Univerſal frame ; 

He lately drove his thund'ring Horſe 

And flaming Chariot thro the Air. 


This ſhook the Earth and wandring ſtreams; 
This noiſe diſtuwyb'd the quiet Dead ; 
Thro muddy S:yx, thro all beneath, 
And thro the ſhady Walks of Death 
Quick lightning ſhot unuſual beams; 
The Ghoſts beheld the Light, and fled. 
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He [cron the moſt obſcure to light, 
nd robs the Glorious of a Crown ; _ 
Now tumbles down the mighty Proud 
And makes them know there is a God ; 
Now kicks the lofty into night, 

And ſeats the Peaſant in a Throne. 


— — 


—_—. 
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ODE XXXV. 
To Fortune, whom he Celebrates, and begs 
to preſerve Char. 


Reat Goddeſs, Antiuw's guardian Power, 
Whoſe force is {trong and quick to rail 
The loweſt to the higheſt place ; 

Or with a wondrous fall 

To bring the haughty lower ; 
- And turn proud Triumphs to a Funeral. 


The labouring Swain thy Aid implores, 
His Prayers are mixt oi Fcar and Hope 
On Thee depending tor his Crop ; 

The Merchants Thee confeſs 

When far remov'd from Shores, 


And bow to T hee the Miſtreſs of the Seas. 


2 To-Thee their Vows rough Germans pay, 
To Thee the wandring Scythtians bend, 
Thee mighty. Rome Prochaims a triend : 

And for their Tyrantons 
The Barbarous Mothers: 
To thee, rhe greateſt Guardian of their Thronss: : 
—_P ey 
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They bend, they vow; and ſtil} they fear 
Leſt you ſhould kick rheir Empire down 
And cloud the glory of their Crown; 
They fear that you would raiſe 
The lazy Crowd to War, 
And break their Emp.re, or confine their Praiſe. 


Necctlity ſtill ſtalks before, 
And leads the way with poisnous breath, 
And all the Inftruments of Death ; 
Sharp Swords, and Wheels and Racks 
That flow with putrtd gore, 
Her brazen hand to fright the Nations ſhakes. 


Sure Hope. and Friendſhip cloathd in white 
Attend on Thee, they ſtill remain 
The chiefeſt Glories of thy Train ; 
Tho you in:ag'd retreat, 
And with a haſty flight, 
Thy Garment chang'J, forſake the falling Great. 


But the baſe Crowd, the Perjur'd Whore, 
And when the Casks of Wine are dry, 
The falſe Pretenders quickly fly ; 
They all refuſe to bend 
With the declining Poor 
Ard take the heavy yoke to caſe their Friend. 


Preſerve Great Ceſar, Ceſar leads 
To diſtant Britain, guide'his Fate, 
And keep the Glory of our State, 
The youth that muſt infeſt 
With Arms the haughty Megdes ; 
And ſcatter Fears agd Slavery thro the Eaft. 
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| I bluſh at the diſhoneſt ſhow, - 
T die to ſee the Wounds and Scars, 
Thoſe Glories of our Civil Wars ; 
What Sins, a Curſed Age, | 
Were We afraid todo, 
And what hath ſcap'd the fury of our rage > 


What dread of Heaven, or fears of Hell 
Could ſtop the Impious daring hand ? 
And was not every ſhrine prophan'd ! 
- Oh wouldſt Thou quickly whet 
Our impious blunted ſteel 
To fight the bold A4ra4zaz, and the Gete ! 


ODE XXXVI. 
A welcome to his dear Friend L amia. 


" | Is pious Duty now to praiſe 
With Incenſe, Songs and facred Lavs, 

- And with a promis'd Heifers blood 

My Namida's kind guardian God : 

Who ſafely now return'd again 

From the remoteſt Parts of Span, , I 

To thronging Friends on every fide 

A thouſand Killes does divide ; 

But Deareſt Lamza molt receives, 

And takes as gladly as He gives : 

Their equal Love at:School began, 

Both the ſame Race of Vertue ran ; C 

And both at once grew upto Man ; 
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Be every Head with Garlands Crown, 
- And let the flowing Bowl go round : - 
,Let fading Lilies and the Roſe | 

Their Beauty, and their ſmells diſcloſe, 

Let long-liv'd Parſly grace the Feaſt, 

And gently cool the heated Guelt : 

Then all on Beauteous Damalis 

Shall loſe their gloating wanton Eyes ; 

But her no Charms no Nods ſhall move, 

And none divide her from her Love ; 

She ſhallimbrace her young Gallant _ 

As twining Ivy claſps the growing Plant. 


[IS —_ 


ODE XXXVIL 


0n Cxfar's YVifory over Antony and 
Cleopatra. 


Ow,now tis time to dance and play, - 
And drink, and frollick all the Day ; 
"Tis time, my Friends, to baniſh Care, 
And coſtly Feaſts 
With thankful Hearts prepare, | 
In hallow'd ſhrines, and make the Gods your Gueſts. 


"Twas Treaſon once to Sport a Flask, 
And Sin to Pierce the Noble Cask, © 
Whilſt nought but boading Fears were ſeen 


For Ills to come, © _ Oy 

When Zgypt's haughty —_— 

With wither'd Eunuchs threar'ned mighty Reme. 
E A 
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'©> A Woman vain, whoſe hopes could riſe 
To ſuch Impoſſibilities ! DE 
A Woman Drunk: with ſweet ſucceſs ; 
Whom ſmiling Fate ms 
Had brought to dare no leſs 
Than Czſar's Fortune,-and the Rowan State. 


But ſoon her Pride \to Fears retir dz 
When all. her Ships were ſfunk'or fir'd ; 
And real dread-poſleſt her mind, 
When Cz/ar's Oars 
Did preſs fo. cloſe behind, 
And bore his Navy to the frighted Shores. 


. As. Hawks purſue the trembling Doves, 
Thro open Fields or ſhady Groves 
Or as ſwift Huntsmen chaſe the Deer 
Thro Zhracian Plains 
(That fly as wing'd with fear) 
To bring the fatal Monſter into Chains. 


But:She deſign'd a Nobler Fate, 
. And falling would appear as great 
As when She ſingly fill'd che Throne, 
No fears betray d, 
Nor fled to Coaſts. unknown 
Talive ſecure; or meanly beg for Aid. 


Her falling Throne with ſmiling look 
| She boldly faw ; ſhe. dar'd provoke 
Fierce Serpents rough with Pois'nous trains, 
"To dart their Tongue, _ 
And fill her dying Veins; 
| Grown furious now on Death, reſolv'd 19 long: .. 
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The ſtout Liburnian-Ships, the Fame 
- And laſting glory of her Shame 
She envy'd ; ſhe, a Soul too Proud, 
Too hanghty to be:ſeen | 
Amoneſt the private Crowd, 
And grace a Triumph leſs than Egypt's Queen. 


_—_— 


ODE XXXVIT. 


He tells his Boy that he ſhould not take too much 
care about his Entertainments. 


Hate, my Boy, I deeply hate 
The uſeleſs Per/fan Pomp and State ; 
Crowns wrought with too. much Art diſpleaſe ; 
Forbear to ſeek the bluſhing Roſe, 
Or where the Beauteous Lily grows, 
Such toil diſturbs our eaſe. 


A negligent and ſimpledreſs 
Thoughts free from Cares will-moſt expreſs; 
Thy Front, my Boy, thy Front, and mine 
A Myrtle Crown will beſt become, 
Whilſt I fit, and quaft at Home 

Beneath my ſhady Vine. 


; The End of.the firſt Book. 
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'The Second B OOK. 


ODE I. 
70 POLLIO. 


x He defires him to forbear writing Tragedies till He 

had ſettled the State. 2 Commends the Hiſtory of 
the Civil Wars which He was writing. 3 Laments 
* the ſad effeits of them. 


I 6 AD Priſoners Guard, and Glory of the Bar, 
The Senate's Oracle, and great in War, 
Whoſe Faith and Vertue all proclaim ; 
To whom the Germax Triumph won 
Eternal Fame, 
And never fading Glories of a Crown. 


The Grounds and Vices of our Wars, 

OQur Civil Dangers, and our Fears, 

The ſport of Canes, and turns of Fate, 
And Impious Arms that flow'd 

With yet unexpiated þlood ; 


Book: [I. 'ODES. 
The great Triumvirate, ' '. 
And their Leagues Fatal to'the Roman State ; 
A dangerous Work you write ; and tread 
Ofer Flames by treacherous Aſhes hid; 


Yet this you write, and give to Fame _ 
A laſting Monument of our Fathers Shame. 


But hold thy Movrning, Muſe ; forbear 
To tread the crowded Theater, 
Till Quiet ſpread o'er State Afﬀairs, 
Shall lend Thee time for. meaner. Cares; 
And then inſpir'd with Tragick rage _ 
Return to the forſaken Stage 

And mourn the Faults, and Follies of the Age- 


_— 


3] 


2 Methinks the Trumpet's threatning Sound . 
Diſturbs our reſt with fierce Alarms, 
And from the ſhining Arms, ,. 
A dreadful lightning ſpreads around ; 
It darts pale fear through every Eye, 
The Horſes ſtart, and trembling Riders flie. " 
card, 
Methinks the Warlike Captain's ſhouts are 
With ſordid Duſt how Gloriouſly beſmear'd ! 
In Blood I ſee the Souldiers row, 
I ſce the World obey, 
All yield, and own great Ceſar's way 
Beſide rhe ſtubborn Cazo's haughty Soul. 


3 Jas; and Africk's Guardian Power, 
That lefr their ruin'd'Seats before, 
Unable to revenge their fall ; 
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 "Hathnowon Rome return'd diſgrace, 
Ang. offerr'd upthe Victor's race 
To great Jagurtha's Ghoſt, and Hannibal. 


- # up 
What Land is free, what Plain 
Not Fatt'ned by. the Roman Slain 2 
What cannot Witneſs by the Graves it ſhows 
Our Empire's fall, whoſe 'Noiſeis ſpread 
Otr Per/a and, the! diftantMede, 
The Sport and Laughter of our Smiling Foes ? 


What Lake unſtain'd before 
Not knows otir” War, and ſwells with Zatian Gore 2 
What Seqa's not dy'd 2 On what unhappy Flood 
On what remoter Coaſt nu. 
| Have not our Youth been loſt 
Grown Impiouſly Prodigal: of their Blaod:? 


Enough, my Muſe, Complaints forbear, 

With me to Thad y Grots retire, 

Thy Mourning ceaſe, divert'thy Care ; 

. , And there with ſofter touches move thy Lyre. 


& ODE IL | 


- 
# CELL FEE a7 1 


The free aud generoks only are th: happy. Men. 
3 Ear Friend, whoſe generous thoughts deſpiſe 
7 The creeping Fears of Avarice;”: ; 


How Silver looks, how:mean and. baſe, : 
How much below the cammon Braſs,  -' 


Unleſs 
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Unleſs a Moderate uſe refine; +. | 
A value give, and make it-ſhine 2 


Kind Proculeius, juſt and good, 

In Fame as Noble as in Blood, 

Who with a Father's care did/grant 
Supplies, #nd eas'd his Brother's Want, 
Long long ſhall live; furvixing Fame 
On laſting Wings ſhall bear his Name. 


That Man a wider Empire gains 
"That his one craving wifhreftrains, ”. ' #\ 
Than'he whoſe Sword-arid Wide'Comma 
Join diſtant Spa##'and* Lifya 5* Sand, <4 
Than if they di#his Artns*%0 

And either Cartogge own- his way. 


The Dropfies al by Drink increaſe, 

In vain are all at hopes.of cafe; , 

The Jaws ared Ifng FyIthe Thirſk remains 
Until the fata Albi ceaſe ; * 

Until the _—_ e of the Diſeaſe *. 

Shall leave e ple. ty Kwola'and craving Veins. 


90101 : Ji 
Phodtites fre rus Throne 
Ador d CFO AA riſing Stlti. © $4 
True ſenſe that. ſcorhs Ne Peop les teſt, 
Neer rapks amonft the ha E Beſt; 


From te pf ods the-Crowd ſhe bringh, 
To real Eſtimate of things. © 


Tohim ſhe gives, to him alone 
The Laurel, and the laſting Throne, 
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Whoſe Eyes can uncontern'd behold 

The dazling heaps of ſhining Gold ; 
Whoſe mind doth never Wealth purſue, | 
Nor turn to take a ſecond view. 
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ODE III. 


He adviſeth bis Friend Delius to be content, 
and live merrily. 


N even mind in every State, ., 
Amidſt the Frownsand Smiles of Fate, 
| Dear mortal Del-us, always ſhow ; 
Let not too much of cloudy Fear,” 
Nor too intemperate joys appear... 
Or to contract, or to extend thy Brow. 


Whether thy dull unhappy Yearsi;.. Ws 
Run ſlowly clogg'd with hopes, and Fears, - 
And fit too heavy on thy Soul | 'n 
Or whether crown'd on Beds To Hgpers is 
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Where Poplars white, the lofty Pige 

And Myrtles friendly Branches join, | 

And hoſp:table ſhades compoſe ; .... A 

Where near a purling Spr doth glide tied 

In winding Streams, and ſoftly chide - I 
The i interrupting Pebble: as it fows. | 
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There bringrby Wine ; thy Odors ſpread, 
Let fading ofes crown thy. Head, 
Whilſt Tine, and Ape and Life will bear ; 
For you muſt leave your Groves, your Houſe, 
And Farm where yellow 7:bur flows ; 

And thy heap'd Wealth ſhall fill thy greedy Heir. 


For whether ſprung from Royal Blood, |. 
Or from the meaneſt of the Crowd, |; 
Tis all a Caſe, for nought can fave ; 
The hand of Fate doth ſtrike at all, ' 
And thou art ſurely doom'd to fall | 
A Sacrifice to the impartial Grave. 


Our Lots are caſt, Fate ſhakes the Urn, | 
And eachmans Lot muſt take his turn. 
Some ſoon leap out, and ſome more late : 
But till 'tis fure.cach Mortals Lat 
W1ll doom his Soul to Charor's Boat, 

To bear th eternal Baniſhment of Fate. 


— 


ODENV.. 


7o Xanthias Phoceus who fell in Love with his 
Captive. 


Ear Xanthias, tis a faulty-ſhame, 
Bluſhnot-to own a Noble flame 
Rais'd by thy Captives Charms ; 
The fair Bri/eis once could move 


Achilles 
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Achilles ſtubborh © Soul to Love, 9 
And force the hanghey Heroe to her Arms. i» 


Teemeſſa's Charms ſabdu'd her Lord, 
And Conquering'4jax ſoon ador'd ; 
By fair Caſſandra's Eyes -' | 
When Hetor tell, and left his Troy 
- To weary Greeks a an eaſy Prey 
Een midſt his triumph great Atrides gies. 


See what a Beauteous Majeſty, 
And how commanding is her Eye, 
Her look proclaims her.State } 
She Mourns, ſhe Mourns, a Royal Race, 
And Parents equal to her Face, __. 
And grieves to ſee fo ſtrange a turn. of Fatc- 


Neer think her, Friend, of Common Blood ; 
Nor ſprung from the diſhoneſt Crowd' " 
A mind fo brav:ly bold, 
_ Sochaſt as to reſiſt the Arts 
That take the mean unguarded Hearts, 
The force of preſſing-Youth, and Charms of Gold. 


.. Ker Face,. her.Neck, her Breaſt and Arms \ 
I praiſe, not taken-with her, Charms ; 
Suſpicious thoughts remove z 
Let almoſt forty teeble Years''. . * #/ |} 
Secure thy mind ftromjealous fears; ' '\,_ } 
And tell that {orace | is too old for: Love. A... 
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_,ODE'V. 
To his Friend in Love with a young Girl. 


Hy Heifer, Friend, is hardly broke, 

KK. Her neck uneaſy to the Yoke; 

She cannot draw the Plough, nor bear 

The. weight of the obliging Steer. :. 

Inflowry Meads is her delight, | 
Thoſe charm her Taſt and pleaſe her fight: + 
Or elſe ſhe flies the burning Beams 
To quench her Thirſt in cooler Streams ; © Fs 
Or with the Calves thro Paſtures'plays, -''/-. 4 
And wantons all her 'eaſy-days *+- __ 
Forbear, deſign no-haſty Rape- - -- "Lo 
On ſuch a green; untimely Grape : ” 
Soon ruddy Autumn will produce - 

Plump Cluſters, ripe, and fit to uſe * 

She now that flies, ſhall then purſie, 

She now that's courted doat on you : 

For Age whirls on, and every year + 

It rakes from Thee it adds to Her : 

Soon Lalage, ſhall ſooh proclaim 

Her love, nor bluſh 'to own her Flame : 

Lov'd more, for ſhe more kindly warms 

Than Phle coy, or Cloris Charms, 

So pure her Breaſt,” fo; fair a White 

As in a clear and ſmiling Night, 

In quiet Floods:the Silver Moon 

Or Cretan Gyges never Shone ; 

Whe, plac'd amongſt the Maids, defies 

A skiltul Stranger's prying Eyes ; 
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So Drooch his doubtful looks appear, 
So looſe, ſo Womaniſh his Hair. 


ODE VI. 


To SEPTIMIUS. _ 


Being to go into Spain.with Auguſtus againſt the Can- 
tabrians. He wiſhes for a La retreat in_his 
Old Age. 


Eptimius that muſt ſtem the Main, 
And go with meto diſtant:\Spazn; 
To fierce Cantabrians never broke, 
As yet unlearn'd to bear our Yoke :: 
And Syrtes Sands, where th' Ocean roars, 
And rowling Waves waſh ſwarthy: Moors ; 
_ May 7bur's Walls the 7uſcan Seat 
Aﬀord my Agea fafe retreat, 
Oh! there, now tir'd with Wars.and Seas, 
May I enjoy a happy Eaſe / 
If Fate denies this ſmall Deſire, 
My haſty ſteps ſhall. ſoon retire. || 
Where ſmooth Gale/us cuts his way ; 
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Around whaſe Banks, white Fleeces play, 
And felt Phalantus eaſy ſway : 

Oh how thoſe little Plains do pleaſe, 

How fit for Happineſs and Eaſe | :,- 

' Where Honey fills the Combs and firives 
With fair Zymetts's ſweeteſt Hives : 
Where Olives Crown the fruitful Sail, 
Nor i to the Yevafrian Qil. 
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Where Springs are-long, and Winters mild, 
Nor hoary Froſt deforms the Field; 
Where Bacchus friendly Mountains ſpread, 
And Almox rears his fruitful Head ; 
Where choiceſt Grapes in Cluſters twine, 
Nor envy the Falernian Vine : 

Theſe happy Seats muſt us receive, 

There you and I, dear Friend, muſt live, 
Till Death's approaching hands furprize, 
And cloſe thy Poet Horace Eyes ; 

Then you a little Tomb ſhall rear, 

And cool my Aſhes with a Pious tear. 


ODE VII 
A Welcome to his Friend Pompey. 


Ear Pompey, that haſt often try d, 
Whilſt once we fought on Br«tus ſide, 
How near pale Death rough Wars attends ; 
What Genius now. hath ſent Thee home, 
And who reſtor'd Thee back to Rome, 
Pompey, the beſt of all my Friends 2 


With whom in Mirth and Wine and Play, 
Whilſt ſweeteſt Roſes Crown'd my Head, 
And did their Fragrant Odors ſpread; 
often broke the lingring Day. 


The bloody Wars, -Philippi's Field 
lenobly having loſt my Shield, 
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With thee I ſaw, ſecure from Wound ; 

I faw the tight, when haughty Proud 
To Ceſar's ſtronger vertue bow'd, 

And baſely bit the bloody ground. 


Me Mercury ſecur'd from Fears, 

Hekindly wrapt me up 1n Night, 

And fav'd me from the dangerous fight, , 

But Thee the Tide bore back to Wars. I 
B 
NV 
A 
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Now then reſtor'd to eaſe and reſt, 

Pay Jove thy thanks and promis d Feaſt ; 
Now tir'd with Wars, from danger free 
Beneath my cool and pleaſing ſhade, 


On flowry Beds ſupinely laid f 
Enjoy the Casks deſign'd for Thee. By 
See here they ſtand, theſe Bowls employ, - 
Forgetful Wine profuſely pour, 2 
From largeſt Shells rich Oyntments ſhour, T] 
There's noextream in real joy. A 
Who Parſly twines,. or Myrtle Boughs - 
To grace our Mirth, and ſhade our Brows ? 
Who Crowns prepares for every Gueſt - BY 
Whom will the happy Dye deſign A 
The juſt diſpoſer of the Wine, A; 
' And great Controuler of the Feaſt > | Fc 
Let Mirth, and Joy, and Wine attend, T] 
I muſt be Mad, I muſt appear At 
As wild as the mad'7 hratians are; N 
Tis decent at the welcome of a Friend. oF At 
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ODE VIIL 
To his forſworn Miſtriſs. 


Arize did revenge o'ertake, 

And blaſt as oft as you deceive ; 

Were but one Nail, one Tooth more black, 
Thy Vows I would at laſt believe. 


But ſtill more fair, more bright thy Face, 
More Crowds of Lovers flock to view, 

As each falſe Oath procur'd a grace 

And tempted Thee to prove untrue. 


It profits Thee to be forſworn 

By all that other Mortals tear, 

Th eternal Gods, thy Mothers Urn, 
By whiriing Heaven, and every Star. 


The merry Nymphs approve thy Arts, 
And Yenas fair forgives thy Wiles, 
And Cupid, ſharpning flaming Darts 
On bloody Whetſtones, gently ſmiles. 


Beſides new Slaves ſtill lock to Thee, 
And happy He that takes the Chain ; 
And thoſe that threaten to be free 
Forgive the jult, and ſerve again. 


Thee (till the thrifty Father fears, 
And Mothers for their wanton Boy S: 

New Brides leſt you detain their Dears, 
And rob them of their promis'd joys 
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ODE IX. © 


He adviſeth his Friend to grieve no more 
for d:ad Myſtes. 


Ot always Snow and Hail and Rain 
Deſcend, and beat the fruitful Plain :; 
Not ruffling Storms ſtill toſs the Caſp:an Floods : 
Not every Month doth lazy Froſt 
Bind up the Armenian Coaſt 
Nor furious Storms {till vex the groaning Woods, 


Call'd forth by Spring's enlivening Breez 
The leaves return to naked Trees ; 

But you, dear Friend, ſtill mourn in Weeping ſtrains 
Loſt My/tes ; when Noon burns the Skies, 
When night comes on, or when it flies 

No change appears, Thy love and Grief remains. 


Yet Aged Neſtor dry'd his Tears, 
His Griet was ſhorter than his Years; 
. Nor did he ſtill his dying Son bewall : 
His Siſters, and the 7rojan Train, 
And Priam wept, but fmil'd again, 
Nor always mourn'd young 7roylus haſty fall. 


Thy ſoft Complaints at laſt forbear, 
Let Mirth facceed, and Smiles appear: 
Let's ſing, and Cz/ar be our lofty Theme ; 
How rough Niphates Hills obey, 
And Tigris, bound by Ceſar s ſway, 
Leſs furious grows, and rowls a milder ſtream. 
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"I I now with broken Bows 
Confin'd to'their own Froſt and Snows ' 
Have cool'd the raging fury of their Pride ; 
In narrow bounds with nimble force 
They ride their fierce impetuous Horſe, 
And view with longing Eyes the Roman ſide. 


ODE X. 


A middle: Eſtate of Life is the beſt. 


V Vie they, that with a: cautious 7 
Not'always thro the "Ocean Steer, | | | 

Nor, whilſt they think rhe Winds will roar, 1 

Do thruſt too near the rocky $Stiore 

To thoſe that chooſe the golden. Mean ; ; 

The Waves are ſmooth, the Skies ſerene, 

They want the baſenek of he Bs retreat, | 


High Mountains wo Th Thunde: TE  bnh 
And lofty Towers, when-Winds Prevail, 

Are ruind with a greater falle 

A Breaſt prepar'd-aneither State -/ 

Or fears or hopes a change-of Fi ate; Fe A ne 
"Tis Jove the fame that Winter brings 4 | 
And melts the Froſt by! pleaſing Spnngs : © 115717 
Tho Fortune now contracts her Brow, | 


And frowns; yet *twill not {till beſo: "2 bi 


Apollo ſometimes Mirth purſues,” 
His Harp awakeshus ſleepy Maſe.” 
Nor always bends his — Bow : 


"Gy * HORACE: 


| _ Baoks41:.. © 

WhienFortune {ends 4 Stormy. Wigd-: | 
Then ſhow a brave 8b ppolons Miog,,. 1 L ; 

And when with tog | 


She firells too RAY. then Furl thy nl 
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He adviſeth his Friend tq live Merrily. | 
(dare _ | 


WAVES Fiend. _ > Scythians 
Make, Friend,.no.0 of thy caxe ; || 
Whilſt rag 144 OS ee Adraa's Tice 

Confive their oy pit 942y os 
Secure we laugh at  albthe threats of 


Let no concetn,” no cies for Life approach, | 
It laſts netlong; and asks tor. mnch ; thy 
But fee-our Feats th move, be 
Our Nimble Sou pic fades, # 
Dry Age with | our 'Heads ;.. 
And leave no} : fri for's: y Reſt an and Love. 
SY 219-0033 J #74 . 


Spring Flowers n not always equal Beauties wear, 
Nor Moons withi1equal Beamb appears 
As when at: full they-brighthy:thin'd;; 
Then why2thould:you' diftaeb1your Mind 

So much too naronrteyeterial Giro iS 

Why under tha 
On flbwry le fapk 
Are we ſo ſlow Eg 
And whilſt 
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* Or odorous Oll our Heads oerflows. 
Drink all our Troubles and our Cares away 2 
Brisk Bacchas ſoon will ſordid Cares refine, 
And-make dull Melancho!y fhine ; 
What Boy waits there, what Boy to bring 


Some cooler Streams from yonger Spring, 
To quenchthe fury of my flaming Wine 2 


G— 


What ready Servant waits to call my Mis, 
And who coy Lyde will entice? 

Bid Lyde come, we are in haſt ; 
Bid Lyde come, her barp prepare, 
Like Spartays looſely bind her hair ;, 

For Love may Ebb, and then her time is paſt. 


ms 


ODE: XU. 
Zo MEC ANAS. 


Wars and Battles are not a Subjeit fit far his "Muſe, 
but Love and Lycimma he car Sings" * 


"He ſtout Numantines lingring fall, 
The Romaxs Scogrge dire. Haunibal, 
No more, my Learned Lorg, require, 
No-more the rough $1c//;ax Flood + 
Dy'd:deep with, Cars ooo Blood; 
To fit to the ſoft Meaſures of the Lyre.:. 


Nor Centaurs eager to engage, 
Nor fierce /y/zus Drunken rage, 
Nor Giants tam'd. by #ercules 


Who dar'd to reach old Saturr's Crown, | 
F 2 Who 
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} ; Whodard to ſtorm his ſhining Throne 
- And break the quiet of eternal Eaſe. -. 


And you, my Lord, with equal flights 

Great Ceſar's Wars, and.conqu'ring Fights 

Shall better tell in laſting Proſe ; 

And how in Triumph C#/ar led ; 

- © The Perfanand the haughty Mede, [1 
And ſcatter'd Slavery midft his threatning Foes. 


My Muſe bids me imploy. my Verſe, 
And ſoft Lycimnia's Songs rehearſe; 
She bids me all her Charms improve, 
Her taking Air, her ſhining Eyes, 
By Nature fitted to ſurprize ; 

And mind ſtill faithful to thy mutual Love. 


Lycimnia fair, the Pride of Rome, 
How wel! her Charms and Arts become 2 
How moving her Beauty pleads, 
Whea toying ſhe and richly dreſt | 
At Great D:ana's ſolemn Feaſt, [ 
Begins the Dance, and leads the Beauteous Maids > *Þ} 


For what Achemenes polleſt, j 
And for the Wealth of all the Eaſt, 
Would you, my Lord, exchange your Fair ? 
| Would you, my Lord, for all the Gold 
 __ - The ſtuft Arab:avrſhouſes hold | 
Exchange one braid of ſweet Lycimnis's hair ? 


When &er her head ſhe gently moves, 
To take the carneſt of her Loves 
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A balmy Kiſs ; or elſe denies 

With eaſy forwardneſs, which ſhows 

That ſhe is more content to loſe 


Than He that begs to win the Prize ; 
Or when She runs to ſnatch an eager Kiſs. 


ODE XIIL 


Tpon a Tree that was like to fall upor him as he was 
walking in his Field. 


Fatal Star did then command 
The Skies, and guide his impious hand 
Who planted Thee, to the diſgrace 
Of's Farm, and ruin of his Race : 
"Tis certain He his Father killFd, 
He flew, and fed upon his Child, 
He Stabb'd his Friend before his God 
And Stain'd the Image with his Blood: 
To him Medea'sArts were known, 
The whole World's Sins he made his own, 
Who firſt diſgrac'd my Field with Thee, 
Thou impious Stock, rhou curſed Tree, 
Thou curſed Tree whoſe haſty fall 
Deſign'd thy Maſter's Funeral : 
What each ſhould fly is ſeldom known, 
We unprovided are undone : 
The Waves that foam round Thraciaw Shores 
Are dreaded by the ſwarthy Moors, 
They think cold Death doth uſe to trace 
The Snow and Frozen Hills of Thrace c 
Nor fear it from a warmer place : 
-[rpoute F 3 The 


E 70 HORACE's Book IT. 


The R:-man dreads the Darts, .the Force, 
And conquering, flights of Parthian Horle : 
The Roman Chains the Parthzarn tears, 
Their ſteddy 'Froops, and weighty Spears : 
Yet Death when Arm'd with a-Diſeaſe 
From other Parts will rudely fieze, 


She comes unlookt for, ſweeps away C 


Unthinking Nations in # Day, 
And huddles up her eaſy Prey : 
How near had I, how nearly ſeen 
The Kingdom of the ſwarthy Queen > 
Judge Zacss, the ſtory'd Grove, 
The ſeat of Piety and Love : 
And Sappho who in humble ſtrains 
Of her baſe Country-men complains, 
In ſweeteſt tunes proclaims her Love, 
But mourns at her reproach above : 
Alceus too whoſe golden ſtrings 
With manlier ſtrokes ſound greater things ; 
He tells the dangers and the fears 
_ Of Flights, of Sailing, and of Wars : 
With filent rever'nce Ghoſts admire 
The wondrous fury of his Lyre : | 
The Vulgar Shades throng moſt to hear 
Of Kings depogd, of feats of War : c | 
And Drink them with a greedy Ear. 
No wonder this, Hell's furious Guard 
With filent wonder ſtood and heard ; 
His Ears lay down, and, whilſt he play d, 
A hollow Grin his joy betray'd : 
No Hiſs was heard, the Furies Snakes 
Lay huſht, andquiet on their necks ; | oi 
3T-livk = Delight 
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Delight did'tort Prometheus ſieze, £77 fi] 
The ſound-dtceiv'd him-into eaſe ; - | 

And 7artalus felt foft repoſe, vi: e 


Unheeded now 'the bending Boughs 
Hang o'er his Lips, and Water flows : 
Nor did the fierce Orion cate 

To hunt his Lion, or his flying Bear. 


——_— 
G—EI—_ > 


ODE XIV. 
Life is fhurt, and death unavoidatle. 


He whirling year, Ah Friend! the whirling year 
Rouls on a pace ; 
And foon ſhall wrincles plow thy wither'd | Face : 
In vain -you waſt your Pious breath, 
No projeny can ſtay, no vows deferr 
The ſwift approach of Age, and conquring Death, 


No, tho ten thouſand Oxen ſtaind his Shrines 
| With facred Blood, 
Shouldſt thou appeaſe the inexorable God : 
He opens, and he ſhuts the Grave ; 
Geryon's triple Soul confines, 
And ſtubborn Gyg-s with the Stygian Wave. 


That fatal Wave that muſt be paſt by all, 
The Rich, the Poor 
Are doom'd alike to view the Stygian Shore; 
The Knaves and Fools, the Wiſe and Juſt, 
The Kings as well as Clowns mult fall ; 


And undiſtinguiſht lie with meaner duſt : 
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fa vain we all retreat from dangerous War, 
 » And liveindaſe ; 
Jn vain we ſhun the rage of angry Seas: 
The burning Fevers Autumn'brings 
/ In vain wefly, and idlely. fear ' -. 
The Plagues that South-winds bear on ſickly Wings. 


ws 


For all the Stygian Waves are doom'd to paſs, 
| We all muſt go. 
And view Cocytus wandring Streams below : 

We all muſt fee the laſting Chains 
That hold curſt Danavs his Race, 
And Siſyphas condemn'd to endleſs p pains. - 


Thy Children muſt be lett, thy Lands and Houſe, 
Thy pleaſing Wike, 
That happy Comfort and delight of Lite ; 
Ofall the Trees thy hands reſtor'd 
; None but the Cypreſs hated Boughs 
Shall follow their ſhort-liv'd decaying Lord. 


The Wines you keep ſo cloſe, thy worthier Heir' 
Shall ſoon poſleſs, 
And waſt midſt wanton Luxury and Eaſe ; 
Much nobler Wine the ſquandring Youth 
Shall ſpill, and coſtlier Feaſts prepare, 
Than ever pleas d a Pamper'd Abbot's Tooth. 


ODE XV. 
On the Luxury of the Age. | 


Ur. Squares ſtill riſe, our fields decreaſe, 
P And now the Ploughs muſt ruſt incaſe ; 
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New Moats are dug, large Ponds we make 
That Rival &en the Lucrize Lake : 

Round lofty Firrs weak Ivy twines, 
Unmarry'd Planes profuſely ſpread 

A uſeleſs melancholy Shade 

Or larger Fields than marry'd Elms and Vines. 


Our Beds of Roſes, Myrtle Bowers 
And all the Luxury of Flowers . 
Their fruitleſs ſhades and Smells afford : 


' They now thoſe fruitful grounds poſſes, 


Where Olives roſe with vaſt Increaſe,' 
And with great Bounty fed the former Lord. 


Thick Laurels plac'd by purling Streams 
Shut out the Mid-days burning Beams 
And give us ſhade to drink and play ; 
Was this by Romulus allow'd 2? 

Was this the way our Fathers ſhow'd 

To riſe to Empire, andextend our ſway 2 


No, then each ſingle Man's Eſtate 

Was ſmall, the Publick Stock was great, 
The Publick-Weal imploy dtheir Care ; 
No private Man profuſely Skill'd 

Did then his large Piazza's build 

To take cool Breezes of the Nothern Air, 


The little Hut their Father's Houſe 
The Laws forbad them to refuſe, 

But live content in: mean Abodes.; 
Enjoining all their Shrines and Towns 
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ns  Tobuild with new and won Srones, 
 Tograce t.jeir Country, and to: pleaſe their Gods. 
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ODE XVI. 


The contented Man the moſt happy. 


Or eaſe the Seaman asks the Gods 

When toſt in the Agezr Floods ; 
When darkneſs fpreads to heighten fears, 
And not one friendly Star appears. 


For eaſe the Warlike Thracians plead, 
The Perfian and the quiver'd Mee ; 
For eaſe too precious to be fold 
For coſtly Gems, or bought with Gofd. 


For neither Power nor Wealth contronl | 
The ſad diforders of the Soul, . -— | 
Nor yet remove the Cares that wait 
About the Palace of the Great, 


Bleſt he with little, on whoſe thrifty Boayd 
That Salt {till ſhines that call d his Father Lord, 


No vexing fears his Breait can fieze, 
No ſordid Luſt will break his eafe. 


Why theſe extended Cares, and Strife, 
And trouble for fo ſhort a Life ? 

Why do we ply cur Sails and Qars, 
And fondly vitit foreign-Shores:2 
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Can he that flies his Country find 
That he can leave himſelf behind > 


& For baneful Care will ſtill prevail, 
* And overtake us under fait ; 

It dogs the Horſeman cloſe behind, 
More ſwift than Roes, or Stormy Wind. 


A man contented with his preſent doom 
Hates to look on for what's to come ; 
With mirth he ſweetens bitter Fate ; 
There is no perfe&t happy State. 


The ſtout Achilles dy'd'in haſt, - 
Long Age did old: 7;thowes watt ; 
Thoſe years fwift time denies to Fhee 
Perhaps his hand ſhall reach to me. 


Round Thee ten thouſand Heifers low, 
Stout Oxen bend beneath thy Plough ; 
In thy gilt Coach neigh generous Mares, 
Thy Purple ſhines as bright as Stars - 
Around Thee Wealth and plenty wait 
With all the Luxury of fate. 


A Farm as large as my deſire 

With ſome few heats of Lyrick fire 
On me hath bounteous Fate beſtow'd, 
With Pride enough to ſcorn the Crowd. 
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ODE XVII. 
7 MECANAS. 


He ts reſolv'd not to ſurvive him, and congratulates 
his Recovery. 


V Hy am I killd with thy Complaint > 
"Tis more than any God will grant ; 

*Tis more, my Lord, than I can bear, 

That you on whom my.hopes rely, 

That you my great ſupport ſhould die, 


. ' And leave thy Melancholy Z7orace here. 


Did you, my better half, decay 

For what ſhould I, the other, ſtay. - 

What comfort could compoſe my Mind 

When neither whole, nor yet ſo dear 

- 1 ſhould be doom to linger here, 
And feel my worſer part {till left behind 2 


\ The fame black Day ſhall fieze on both, 
It is a fixt, and Solemn Oath, 
We'll go, I've Sworn, We both will ga; 
Tho you may firſt begin the Race, 
Fil follow with a nimble pace, 
And join you Cer you reach the Waves below. 


Did fierce Chimera dart her fire, 
To make my frighted Soul retire, 
Yes {till I would attend your State ; 
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| Tho tnndred handed Gyas Roſe, 
In vain ſhould all his ſtrength oppoſe, 
For Juſtic®bids, and 'tis approv'd'by Fate. 


What ever Star did at my Birth prevail, 

Whether my Fate was weigh'd in Lzbra's Scale, 

Or Fatal Scorpio's Beams did-Thine ; 

Or Capricorn's diſturbing Rays . 

Thoſe Tyrants of the Weſtern Seas, 
'Tis Strange how much your Stars conſent withmige. 


From Saturn's fatal influence ? 
Fove's milder Rays were your defence, 
He clogg'd the Wings of haſty Death; 
When thrice with an auſpicious voice 
The States of Rome proclaim'd their joys, 
And with their own fapply'd your fading Breath. 


My Head had felt a falling Oak, 

But Faunzs did divert: the ſtroke ; 

Faunus, the Wits kind guardian God, 

The Shrine you vow'd the Gods prepare, 

Let offer'd Bulls reward their. Care: 
For me a Lamb ſhall ſhed his meaner Blood: 
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ODE XVII, ®-1Jiv) 
Againſt Covetouſneſs. 


N Or _ hey Tadian Staff, | 
Nor Gold adorns 'my gawgy Roof; 
No Cedar Beams prels coft Et fI8T'f 
From Quarries of the torrid Zone, 

Where burning Rayes the Marble mou | 
And join the Maſs with flowing Gold. 
Nor yet have I an Heir. unknown 

Eer fiezd on..A/talys his 1 hrane:;; 

No honelt Clients hang my Rooms 

With Purple ſtretcht on Zyrias Looms: | 
But yetT make a fair pretence 

To Honeſty and Innacenae, 

: And ſtore of Wit; and 'thefe;compleat, 

iy And make nie:fought to;by:the great : 

I This is my Wealth,'This all:my Store, 

| Content I ask theGodsno \more; | 
i Nor my great Friends::' O: bomitteous Fate, 
: How happy in my mean Eſtate ! 

Days puſh on Days with equal pace, 

New Moons ſtill haſt'to the decreaſe, 

But you een whilſt the Bell doth toll, 
And fadly warn thy flying Soul” © 
Rich Stones provide, large Piles you rear, 
Unmindful of your Sepulcher : 

| Thy Moles, and thy incroaching Mounds 
J Remove the floods to ſtreighter bounds, 


For 
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for ee you would ſeem but poor 
'd by Nature's narrow Shore : 

Cs more you leap the'Sacred bounds 
And fieze your meaner Clients Grounds ; 
No Fence too high, no Ditch too deep 
For wealthy Injury to leap : 

Expell'd by greedy Avarice 

The Wife with herdear Husband flies, 
With all her-Gods, '(too'weak' defence 
For Poor and Injur'd Innocence, 

They ſuffer in the common harms) 

And ſordid Infants in her Arms': 

Yet after all this toil and hear, 

This Fraud and Treachery ro be grear, 

| The laſt retreat the Rich muſt have, 

The laſt and ſureſt, is' the Grave : | 
What wouldſt thou more 7 To Swains and Lords 
An equal Room juſt Earth affords, 

Nor does ſhe' take a Prince's Bones 

With greater Rev rence thana Qlowns. : 

Ne'er furly Charon brib'd with Gold 

Brings back the Cunning or the. Bold; 

Nor will He waſt Promethewo'er 

And land him on the Laing Shore: 

Proud 7antalus.andall his.Line,, 

Tho Kings, His laſting Chains confige; 

And whether we his aid Implore 

Or not, He's ready fill ro'eafſe: the Poor, (Shore: 
Free him from Weatalia place him on the tappy 
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. In diſtant Vales ; 
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ODE-XIC 
in praiſe of Bacchus. 


Orn out by"an unuſualgage 
| ſaw, (believe it future Age) 
Where Bacchus _ the Nymphs a Song, 
rom every Wood 
With prickt-up Ears th? Satyrs ſtood, _ 
And ſmiling Faurs compos'd a liſt'ning throng. 


Eve |! new fear diſturbs my Soul, 


With troubled joy my. Paſſions rowl 


Whilſt full of the impetnqus God : 

Eve ! ſpare, mighty Laber, ſpare, 

Urge not the violent.rage too far : 

Spare, Liber, dreadful with thy angry Rod. 


Now boldlyT can ſpeak thy Praiſe, 


- Rehearſe the ſtubborn Thyades, 
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Too fierce to bear thy eaſy Yoke : © 
Thy ſtreams of Wine, 'thy milky Spring, 
Andin repeated Numbers:Sing {© 
Deſtilling Honey trom the melting Oak. 


Thy happy Bride's refulgent Hairs, 
Tint grate the Skies with. brighter Stars ; 
What Fate the Impious Zheban ſ{trook, - 
How Auntand Mother ſtrangely tore 
The trampling Woolf, and rooting Boar ; 
And fierce Lycargus falling by his hook. 


Tadlus 
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Indus and Ganges own thy ſway, 
And Thee the barbarous Seas obey, 
You fluſh'd o'er cra ins lead, 
Or Hills and Dales, o'er Springs and Lakes 
The Thracian Rout; whilfthatmleſs Snakes\. 


In innocent folds twine round each drunken Head. 
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Bold Rhetus gull, rey t 
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You once WE! 


Yet when your, a5 ang Fripe ho ) ra 

What fur xhez our hauphty Foes 2.5 1; Hei) 1o1/ 

How equal iy in'd to Wars and Peace « ? 

When beauteby with | dy born. 1s” Diik 
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O weak, no.c 
My rifidj 
Now 
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Do HE _ . 
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' Not Me, not Mere + Br Born, 
Whom the provdF T7 7h aghity feorn, 


Pao? ontroul : 
Not $4vH wYhror 


w not What,” 
Sac call-witl ag to Fate: 


Nor ſhall the Seygiar' Waves confine, .my Soul. | 


LILH \ 


Rough Skin oerboth b Legs i is read, 
And ſhifitng end rown my Head ; 
 Above.Fm. turn'd a Swan : 
Oer hoking Hands hy light Plumies d> ſpring, | 
My Arn is ah ret a Win Ban 
And now I move wi er _ an-M 
On ſtronger,” Wing © 
Than _ fled, Irie nd Go: 
A ſounding Bird I foar, 
-—"Titfc rhe diſtant Northern Pote; © 
Ti fee the Southern Billows row, 
my Wings o'er Beſphorus groaning Shore. 


My 
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Songs thatt tothe Cotehian Ears; 
Bitty Ahon that conceals ns tears © 
_.. Of Roman Troops; be knewn:- — 
"be Moors, ad in aol VF..- bo 
"The Seytbians Skill” Malt re; 
The Spaniard too, and He that drinks the Rhone. 


| Mourn _— nofriendlgdrops muſt 

Na ſighs attend: ey Rely al } 

; Thoſe Com eats ray © cr 
Fer no diſgraceful Grie appear, 

Nor damp my Glory with 

And ſpare the  ualſs Honorspf onde 
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———__ - ODE I. 


Net Wealth or Honor, but Peace and (Qutetneſs 
makes a happy Life. 


B Egon, begon; F hate yealf,* * 
Both you great Vulgar, and you ſmall ; 
Nor Myſteries, Prophane, behold : 
To Boys and Maids unſtain'd with Crimes 
 ——Fhe Muſes Prieftin Sacred Rhimes 
Doth unknown Songs and wondrous Truths unfold. 


. ze awful Kings o'er Nations ſway, 
_ dir Subjects tremble and obey ; 
The Kings themſelves are rul'd by Jove, 


_, Who 
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Who broke the Giants Pride; and woh” 
Eternal ſafety to his Throne, | 
And by his powerful Nod'doth all The mbve. 


One man doth larger, Fields poſſeſs, - 
One ſtands.more fair for. Qfhices, 
The drudging Darling of the Crowd : 
Whilſt One his Manners; or his Friends, 
Or his Obſequious 'Train — 
And one in Fame is greater, or in Blood. * "A 


Yet equal, Death doth ſtrike at ell. 00110 

The haughty Great, and.humble Small,. | 

She ſtrikes with an impartial Hand ; 

She ſhakes:the vaſt capacious Urn,  ' ©- 

And each Man's Lot muſt take his turn ; 
Thro every glaſs the preſſes equal Sand. 


Whilſt Swords hung oer proud Damocles, 
Not all the Tyrant's ſweets could pleaſe : 
Not Muſicks Airs could calm his Breaſt ; 
The black remembrance of his faults 

Still crowding back upon his thoughts, 

: Diſturb'd and robb'd his troubled Soul of reſt. 


But humble quiet neer flies o'er 

'The lowly Cottage of the Poor : 

The pleaſing Shade and purling Streams 

She loves to haunt, ſhe loves the Plains, - 

And cheers the Plough- man loos'd from Pains 
With till Security, and eaſy:Dreams. 
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"He-that defirgs but what's enough 27 
Apainſt the foree.of Fate is-proot: | 


Unſtain'd He lives, ' andpure from Sin : 
Let violent Tempeſts break the Woods, 


And ang Whirlwinds toſs the Floods; 
He ſtill hath uiet, and a'Calm within. 


Lethlail hisripening Olives beas,) 
Or let: them ſhrink: with.eqomuch heat, - 
His barren Field deceive his hapcs ; 

Or let his naked Trees complain 

Of too much Drojeghe, or t65 muck Rain; 


Or Froft uhfimely nip ti rifing Otops 


Now ſtill aur Glately ately <quares gpereale,. © 
The Fiſh will fin - =. Occan lels; 
The Males thraowm:inextend the Shore ; 
The Lord grown weary of;the Land 
Now builds upon the Ocean' $ Sand, 

And ſcoyns the Bounds that Nature fixt before. 


But Fear, and Melancholy Cares attend, 

And where the Maſter.climbs, aſcend ; 

They: ſoon o'crtdke his fying Mind : 

Born on by the ſame nimble gales KD 

They preſs the Popp where cer He fails, 
And when he rides black Care fits Uoſe behind. 


Well then, ſince neither: Gold, nor Gain, 
ent viet bring, 'or fears reſtrain ; 

"Siice Purple bright as ſhining Stars 

Can neer diſpel our Cloudy Cares ; 
+14 Since all the Spices of the Eaſt. 
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Can never calm Gur croubled Breaft;''! © 
Why ſhould Trnadly toil to raiſe 
On envy'@ Pillars Palaces? | 371 il ol 
Why ſpend my tirtie; 'and waſtmy health > 
Why ſhould Tfiriveto change tmy- Field, 
And thoſe delights my. Farm can yield, 
For larger Lands,” and more diſturbing Wealth - 


e | 3 a | O DE IL by 2 
Touth muſt be bred in Wars and Want, 'qud tanght to 
—_ ->oiC1 be Religions. - | 


- Etigorqus Boys be train'd to, bear... 

4 The ftreights of Poverty in War; -. 
Be hardly bred, improve their Force, 
And bravely gall the Partbran Horle ; 

And let the Perfrans tremble at his Spear. 
And let him live, /and:le abroad: _ | |, . 
Mid'ſt Dangers, Slaughters, Fears, and Blood ;: 
Be toſt with all the Storms of Fate, | 
And hard ned up to prop-the State ; 

His Country fave, and riſe mto a God. 


Him from heir, Walls, | when fierce/in War, 
Let Tyrants Mothers view, and fear ; 
And let their Brides deſpairing figh 
Ah may not my unskilful Spouſe 
That furious Lion madly rouſe, 
How fierce He drives, and how our Armies fly ! 


G 4 He 
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He robly: Blaeda, :5, > bravely Dies . 


That falls his, Coantrigs;Saenfice; 
The fl ing Youth;ſwiſt Fate o'er =" 


Ir: fixikesthem thro thei tyembling backs, 
And rung x00 faſt-for nile: {Rs ed 


Vertne, unlearn? d to bear the baſe 
ameful bafle"of diſgrace, * 
"Nor takes-——norquits the tottering Throne, 


As fickle Crowds ſhall ſmile or frown ; 
Nor from their wavering Breath receives the place. 


| True Vetue thatunbars the Skie” 

To thoſe that are-to6'brave to Die, 

Thro wondrous Ways doth upward go, 7... 

Scorns. the baſe 'Farth'and Crowd'below ; 
And with a foaring Wirg ſtil! mounts on. high : 


And juſt Rewards:the Gods dectes 

For fair, :obecientPiety:; - : 

Not He that ſcorns or ſcoffs his God, | 

Qr, blabs his Myſteries'abroad, © © -- 
Shall live in the ſame Houſe, 'or fail with me: 


Oft Jove doth heedlef Thunderthrow, 
And mix” the Good and/Bad: below: :: 
But lame Revenge ſtill ſtalks b; bind, 
Does ſlowly do+g the guilty mind," 

And only ſtays to give the furer blow. 
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ODE IV. 


To the Muſes, acknowledging their Power aud") 
: Kindneſs: 


Eſcend, my Muſe, compoſe a long, 
A pleaſing anid-a grateiul Song, 
Or to the Pipe or ſounding Flute, 
Or gently move: Apollo's Lute. 
D'ye hear 2 Or airy frenzy cheat 
My mind, well pleasd with the deceit ? 
I ſeem to hear, I;ſeem;to move. 
And wander thro-thie happy Grove! :. 
Where ſmooth Springs flow, and murmuring Breez 
Does wanton-thro the, waving Trees : 
In lofty Yultur's riſing grounds 
Without my Nurfe 4pulia's bounds 
When young, andtird with ſport and play, 
And bound with pleaſing ſleep I lay, 
Doves cover d me with myrtle boughs 
And with ſoft murmursſweetned my repoſe : 
A wonder this, an&ſtrange to all 
That livd in fat Ferent;'s Vale ;; 
High Acherontia, Bantine groves::, 
Admir'd the kindneſs-of;the Doves : with. 
"Twas ſtrange that I midft-Thorny: Brakes, 
Secure from Bearsatd! ereeping. Snakes 
Should lie ſo long ;,thatiRoves:thould ſpread 
The Sacred Laurgl;xound-my. Head, - iT 
And I a Child be ſafe 44h Woods: /. 0 
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The Care and Darling of the Gods : 

Yours, Muſes, yours, I live your Care 

On Sabine Hills, or cold Pr&neftc's Air : 

Or whether watry Baiz pleaſe, 

Or-wanton \7:#wr lnfls me-into:eate : 

Becauſe your Springs, your:Sport, and Grove 
Are all the objects of my Love; 

When Brutus tolt' Philipp!'s Field, 

I fafely fled, and fcorn'd my Shield, | F 
"Twas Sin toGuard or. todefend- © - | 5 01 
By mortal Arms the Muſes Friend : 

By you the Proud $zcifran Rock 

T brav'd, and feap'd » the curſed Oak : 

Whalft you my feeble Ship ſhall guide, 

VI fingly ſtem the/proudeſt Tide; 
Tittzysl thro'the fartheſt Eaſt, '- 

Where never Mortal foot hath preſt ; 
Britans Inhoſpitable Flood,” '-- 

Or 7hracians drunk with Horſes Blood, 

On Scy;hiay Sands Til boldly tread, 

And ſtoutly ſee the quiver d Mee : 

When C2/ar, great as all our Hopes, 

In Towns hath hid his weary Troops, 

Yo cheer his Soul, you ſoften Cares, 

And eaſe the harſh fatigue of Wars : 

You, Kind, inſtru him how to live, - 
Give good advice, 'and joy'to give : 

We know, we know how: mighty Fove 
(Whoſe guiding Nod; ruſes all-above, - 

Who governs withiav-equaFhand 

The raging Sea, and quiet Land!z 

«2 eaſy and Almighty 1way k: 
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The Gods, and Ghoſts, and-ail ob&y ;)  - - 
With Thunder ſtrx6ak bold 7z#ans:down, © 
And beat their fury from his Throne ; 

We know how-umpious Giants fell 

From climbing Heaven todeepeſt Hell : 
That horrid Troop, thoſe imnpious Bands, 
Relying on their:Humerous hands, 1 © 
Whilſt they-pp Mountains climbid-on high 
Spread no ſmall teryor thro the: Sky ; | 
And ſhady Peltay, irdis above: 329 
The high O/ymprs, frighted Fove : 

But how could Brawny Mimat'rife, 


How large Porphyrion's irughttul fize 
Againſt the Thunder of the Skies 2 

How bold Typheys aim a ſtroke, 

How impious Encel dart his Oak ? 

Too weak their force, and ifoon repell'd - 
By Virgin Pallas ſounding Shield : 

Here Yalcan fought, agreedy God, 

On that ſide Matron Juno ſtood ; 

And Phelus there adreadful Foe 

Still arm'd with an unerring Bow : 

Who loves to haunt the Lyc:ay Woods, 
And 1n the pure Ca/talzas Floods 

Waſh his looſe locks ; who Songs 11ſpires, 
And fills his Prieſts with. pleaſing fires, 
On Patara and Debs Fame | 
Beſtows, and takes from both a Name, _ 


Raſh force by its own weight muſt fall, ng 
But Pious ſtrength will Rill prevail ; 
For ſuch the Gods afliſt, and bleſs, - 
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And hotOrion's lawle'youth, 

Een Virgin Pallas ſcarce could ſeape- 

The Luſttul fury of-a-Rape ; m1" 
'Till her Bow reach'd him, whilſt He ſtrove, 
With fiercer Darts than thoſe of /hove:!  '1 
The Earthon her own'Monfter thrown 

Now mourns theruin-of her Son,” | © 

She grieves that her proud Children fell 

By Thunder ſtrook to oops Hell:: 

Nor do hot /Z#7»a'sflames decay, 

Yet cannot eat'the load away.: 

Hot 7y:ius Liver. Vulturs tear, 

They watch as ſoon as parts appear, - 

And fieze them ſtreight ;'the Doom was Juſt, 

He's puniſh in the ſeat of Luſt; 

Wrath waits on Sin; three hundred Chains 
Ferithoss bind in endleſs pains. 


ODE. -: 
70 AUGUSTUS. 


Praiſng "im for enlarging their | Empire, and diſcome 
mending Crafſſuss Souldiers, which draws on the 
Story of Regulus. 


Is Thund'ring proves that mighty Jeve 
With, wondrous Force/rules all above, 
And now as mighty ARtions ſhow 
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ary won mighty MetaneG book 
Proud Gyges' proves thisfata] jrinby; prot F 01 l 
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'er Britiſh Shores:our Empire: sJpread, . |! 51011 
js Arms have reachd the haughty Mede: F 
Could Craſſus Souldiers lead't heir lives, -- 


So meanly yok'd ;to-barbatous Wives 

Could they grow: old (degenerate race, '' 

Inverted Souls, and Rome's diſgrace 2) 

In Hoſtile Arms,:the Mede obey: 

And fight fora Barbarians pay?! | 

Forget their Rites, their Name, and Blood, H m9 
Whilſt Fove was foe; and Rowe yet ſtood f ir 
Wiſe Regulus did this prevebt; 7 H ,oH 
He ſcorn'd baſe Terms that Carthage ſent, * 1626 

Nor would he &er by-his advice | 

Tempt future Age-to Cowardice: + 

He knew that Vertues Crowns would fade 

Unleſs the CaptiveY outhwere-made-. 

Unpitied Preys to;barbarous — wb 

And bore the Slavery they Sl 

I aw, faid He, our Eagles thine -: 

And baſely fill a Punick ſhrine; {i /../ 

With hanging, Wingsour-fearvupbraid:; | 111571! (1 
By which they were fo ſoon. betray 2:111C 2d 60) 
I faw how Coward Armies figodyi/! g941'W 211 
- yield without FM p of ws y orrriot 21 l 
I ſaw when they;them Army:'xe 6 20TQ VICA 
Ti, cir Slavith Hand droam ach behind, | | x: 5} br: A 
I ſaw our Free-men, bound:led-home;:- | 
Bound Conquerd;Citizens of Rowe!-r - 1! 117 A iC) 
Their Gates-yabax'd; they plow'd the ſoil: 4 
Which Roman Lroops did lately ſpoil} "y 7: i [ * 
Redeem'd perhapsg-more- free-fromfear : -+:1: 11) 
More fierce they ſhall-returg;to:War,/i-/+ > Jie 11 
$3 if More 
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You add: new loſſegto-your ſhare': » of] ent 19C 
Wool once infefted withva Reino" - ei bio 
Ne'er takes it's Natibe:white = [ YINBIF on 
And when true: Vertue- falls, it! lies: | DOI 


Preſt down, and never cares riſe? 

If trembling Does whew free# from: Sikhes 

Will fight, then He'll torger his fears; - 2p 
Then He'Ibbe/ftowr whobeſcly chof' 2 
To truſt the Treacheryof his Foes =" © PY\, 32108 
He, He no doubt, wilt 'brave' appear,” 

And beat them ip:anorher War; : | : 
Whoſe Arms could tamwly bear the Cords 
And Whips of domineering Lords,” 

Who ſold: his precious Liberty” 

For meaner Life, and hr $10 Div's 210 
Reſolv'd for Life Hedidmnothnow! ©1190: 
To which he ſhouldlhis-fafety owe” DNE 
His Roman Courage or his: ISSN LT 
And mixt diſhoneſt Peaveand: War ; JOSE 

Oh ſhame! am nreged/e rhe \ Reid imoro High 
On the Diſgrace 'ofi 77a/ op 

His Wives chaſt Kifgzh pratling/Boys - 

The former ptr oF joys, ''' iron, un 
Now grown a wn ( te, 

And eb ned fronyhis ay _ oopnty, 

He ſhun'd ; wi 'm 

On Earth he were Ares Fm 
Whilſt thus|by ſirangeativice He for i 2 
And fixt the waveting Senate's a if ans mac 
Then thro his deter 6 eraſe rain I 
In haft, a glorious baniſh man:: ! | og 
eqs) a0 
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95 
What Cords and Wheels, what Racks, and Chains, 
| What lingring/Fortures for his-Pains! | | 
The Barbarous'Hanpmen. made, ' He lawow'; 
| And lightning Fame told. more than true : 
Yet He his and Boys remov'd, 

His hindring Friends, and all he lov'd; 

And thro the Crowd he made his way 

That wept, and beg'd a longer ſtay ; 

As free.as if when Term was.done, * 

And Svits at end, He left the Town: 

Or ec from, Bufineſs.and from: Cares 

To the cool pleaſuresof a COnperſ 
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ODE, VII 
'To ASTERTA. 


He elle ber ela her: abſenr> Has band is Gallant, 
and ar—_—_ wt 26 have a a'care i her ſulting 
Neighbour... | 


Nd why tows fair 4feria mourn/?/ +1} + 
And why def; air of his return 2 (ſtore, 
The firſt Sp re. Winds ſhalf thy Deaf Love re- 
Soft Gales ſhaft waft the charming Youth ” 
Of conſtantand'unſhakep'tryth h 
With Wealthy adingto the Romun: Shore: 0 


wihs 
He's &rivers to diſtant Craft," das [c927 
Whilſt Winter bings the Fonda ith E roll; "Wy 
"OP grows;2 + Stranger to his Eyes: I >icl a "ny oy 


Ns He 
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He mournsin melancholy Creeks. 
Whilſt falling; Tears freez,0n. += arp 
And lengthens our; the lingring Night with highs. 


Whilt ſome from Chiloe fifive to moye;; 
And draw him to anqther Love ;- © 
They tell the. fury of her ih lame,; Ao. 
They tell howrmelted. in hy Fires 
The Y iſerable "Maid EXP res; *— 
And uſe all Arts that Treacherous Wit can PEG 


They tell how Phedrd: '$*tredeherous Tears * | 
Did urge Believing Prem Pears © 
-.. And with what luſtful heat ſhe ſtrove ; _ 
What Crimes ſhe feign'd to-haſten on 
The Death of chaſt BeHe/oþton, 
And take ſharp vengeance f for her ſighted Love. 
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How neer chaſt P+leus rcach'd his Fate 
.*-:. And feit>the force. of Wornan's: hate, ' 
>'Whilſt.from Hyppolire'He fled ;\. 
A Thouſand tales, thoſe Bawds to Vice" 
They ſtill force on him, to entice, } 
ar res him 10; deſpairing Chin's ted. ' \ : 
v J197 t2i D 
- bn Vain, Ya He re dT 
tan Rocks who GTT te roars 
Nor cutie nqueſt,; STRY Le = 
But, fair, | u our " "—_ 
And let not CF} ABU nl he 
Steal in, and your clagihoded] Soul dupprize. - WT 


Tho rolls witli & manly force 12917 1)! 100 


In Mars his Field 'eaf guide Ni H le,” 49916 
Oh Tho 
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ODES. | 97 ", 
| Thonone appears ſo bravein Arms ; 
Tho none with equal Art divides 
[The headlong force of 7 iþur's Tides, . 
Yet ſcorn the winning beauty of his Charms. 


Shut all your doors at evening's ſhade, - 

Nor when you hear a Serenade 

Look down with a regarding Eye : 

Although he vows, and mourns his pains, 

And calls Thee cruel, and complains ; 
Be cruel Still, and more and more deny. 


Om_— 
—— 


ODE VII. 
' 75 MECANAS. 


Whom He invites to an Entertainment which He 
made for joy of his deliverance from the falling 
ree. 


V Hat I, a Batchellor, intend, 
My learned Lord, and noble Friend, 
In Mars his Calends you admire ; 
What mean thoſe Flowers that Crown my Head, 
The Coals on green-turt Altars laid 

Where in ſmall Cenſers thankful ſweets expire. 


To Bacchus pleaſing Feaſts I vow d, - 
And a White Goat's atoning Blood, 
When I had ſcap'd the falling Oak : 
This day, as years run round, a Feaſt 


H Shall _ 
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rom 01 cermy/Casks ; and claim rhe beſt, 
That long ſtor'd up hath drank digeſting Smoak. 
Drigk, drink, Jet numerous Cups extend 
Tho Par Wy nuded; Friend, 
 , Cups larpe;asrhy extenſive joys : 

Let watching Tapers chaſe the Night, 

Till riſing Morn reſtore the fight ; 
Let mirth/attend, and bamſh Strife-and Noiſe. 


Forget, forget thy publick Cares, 

And take no thought for ſtate Afairs, 

We hear the German Troops oer-thrown ; 

The Medes now hate their Former Lords, 

They fight, nor yet expect our Swords ; 
But fadly conquer for us with their. own. 


Our ancient Foe, the Pride of Spazn, 

The frerce Cantabrian, takes the Chain, 
Tho late, at laſt He's forc'd to yield : 
The Parthians fly, the Scythians now 
Their Arrows break, unitring their Bow, 


And are refolv'd to quit the fatal Field. - | 


Negle& the various turns of State 
The ſports of Chance, or nods of Fate, 
_ Grown private watch not o'er Aﬀairs ; 
But fmile, and eagerly receive 
The Goods the preſent time can give ; 
And leave behind the Grave Fatigue of Cares. 


ODE 
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ODE-D& 
A Dialogue between Horace and Lydia. 


YY I was welcome to your Heart, . 

| In which no happier Youth had part, 

And full of more prevailing Charms 

Threw round your neck his dearer Arms; 

I flouriſh'd richer, and more bleſt 

Than the great Monarch of the Eaſt. 
Lydia. 

Whilſt all thy Soul with me was fill'd, 

Nor Lydia did fo Chloe yield, 

Lydia the celebrated Name, 

The only Theme and Verſe of Fame, 


I Aouriſh'd more than ſhe renown'd 
Whoſe Godlike Son our Rome did found. 


Horace. 


Me Chloe now, whom every Muſe 

And every Grace adorn, ſubdues ; 

For whom Id gladly die to fave 

Her dearer Beauties from the Grave. 

Lydia. 

Me lovely Calazs doth fire 

With mutual flames of fierce deſire, 

For whom I twice would die to fave 

His Youth more precious from the Grave, 
Horace. © 


What if our former Loves return - 
And our firſt fires again ſhould burn, 
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If Chloe's baniſh'd to make way 
For the forſaken Lydia 2 


Lydia. 
Tho He is ſhining, as a Star, 
Conſtant, and Kind as he is Fair ; 
Thovgh light as Cork, rough as the Sea, 
Yet I would Live, would Die with ang 
Duke. 


ODE X. 


He tells Lyde that perhaps He ſhall not always be 


able to endure her Scorn. 


I4 Lyde Drink cold Zanais Flood ; 


A Scythjans Bride that fed on Blood ; 


Yer would you grieve to ſee the Kind, 
The conſtant Zorace graſp the Floor, 
Extended by thy cruel Door, 

Expos to th' fury of the Native Wind. 


Doſt hear what Tempeſts beat thy Gate 2 

How all ruſh on as arm'd with Fate ? 

And how thy pleaſing Groves are toſt - 

With what ſevere and piercing light 

The Moon and Stars now gild the Night, 
And glaze the ſcatter'd Snow with hoary Froſt ? 


Thy haughty Pride and Scorn remove, 
Ingrate and Enemy to Love; 


My 
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. My paſſions Tide may ebb again ; 
No Scythian Mother brought Thee forth, 
And hardned by the freezing North, 
That ardent Lovers thus ſhould burn in vain. 


Ifall my Prayers and Gifts are weak, 
Nor violet paleneſs of my Cheek, 
The Lover's Livery, can move ; 
If that thy Husband ſcorns thy Charms, 
And takes a Songſtreſs to his Arms, 

Can ne'er provoke Thee to my firmer Love. 


O ſtiff as Oaks to warm' deſire 

Too hard to burn in my ſoft Fire. 

As fierce as Snakes on Zzbyan Shore ; 

Tho now my patient fide can bear 

Thy Door, the Rain, and piercing Air, 
Yet time may come when 'twill endure no more. 


_—_ 
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ODE XI. 


To Mercury, and his Shell, whom He defires to move 
Lyde, and tells the Story of Danaus's Daughters. 


\Weet Mercury (for taught by you 

The liſtning Stones Amphion drew ) 
And pleaſing She well skill'd to raiſe 
From ſeven ſtretch d ſtrings the ſweeteſt Lays ; 
Once mute, but now a' Friend to Feaſts, 
To cheer the Gods, and Rich-mens oueſts, 
Play Tunes, as may provoke to hear 


Een Lyde's coy denying Ear. k 
H 3 She 
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She like a Colt frisks o'er the Plain, 

A Rider hates, nor takes the Reign ; 
Unable yet to bear the force 

And ſtrength of the obliging Horſe: 

You Tigers, you the liſtning Woods 

Can draw, and ſtop the rapid Floods, 
Een Cerberus thy force confeſt, 
Vell-pleas'd He lay, and lulld in reſt, 
Tho thouſand hiſſing Serpents ſpread 

And guard around his horrid Head, 

And Gore foam'd round his tripple Tongue 
He gently liſt ned to thy Song : 

{xion, Tytius heard below, 

And ſmil'd, but with a gloomy Brow : 

The leaky Tub a while was dry, 

And Daugus Race ſtood idle by, 

Whilſt thy harmonious Tunes did pleaſe 
They ſmil'd at their unuſual eaſe ; ; 
Begin ſweet Lays, let Lyde hear 

What Crimes they did, what Pains they bear, 

Tell how their Tub can nought retain, 

Bue {till gives ſpace for idle pain ; 

How Vengeance comes, tho moving ſlow, 

And ſtrikes the guilty Souls below : 

They could (could Hell contrive a blacker deed) 
Their Husbands ſtab, and ſmile to ſee them bleed : 
But one more Worthy of the Name of Wite, 
The hopes and end of every Virgin's Life, 
Her perjur'd Father bravely diſobey'd, 
And lives thro future Age a glorious Maid ; 
[ With Love and Pity in her look | 
| She wak'd her Spouſe, and thus ſhe ſpoke, 
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Fly, 
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Fly, fly, leſt Fate ſhould fieze thy breath, [40 
And ſleep be lepgthned into Death : 

Fly, fly, Hy unexpeRed Fate, 

My Siſters Rage, and Fathers Hate, 

Like Lioneffes on a Steer 

They grin, and, tear, ah me! They tear: 
More tender I'll not ſtrike the blow, 

7 Norkeep Thee for a fiercer Foe : 

3 Meletmy Father load with Chains, 

= * Join Wit and Cruelty' in Pains ; 

/ ' Melet himſend to Zzbyar Shores, 

Mid'it Poiſnous Snakes, and Sworthy Moors, 
For ſaving you, Ill gladly bear, 

Nor ſhow I'm; Woman by a Tear : 

Fly, fly, dear Partner of my Bed, 

Whilſt Night can hide, and Yenus lead, 

Fly, fly, let happy Omens'wait, 

And guide Thee fafe thro gloomy _— 
Remember me, and o'er my Grave IOC 
Write this in a complaining Epitaph. 


_ ODE XII 


He congratulates Neobule's Happineſs, who lov 'd a 
deſerving Man. 


Is Dare þ 0 be deny'd to prave 
The Of t delights "* pleaſing Love, 


"Tis hard to bedeny'd to play, 
And with ſweet Wine waſh Cares away, 
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Still to be toſt with doubting fear 
Leſt angry Friends ſhould prove ſevere, © 
And with ſharp chidings . wound our Ear. Sy F 
Young wanton Cupid's Darts and Bow 

Have torc'd thy Spindle from Thee now, 

Thy Wool, and all Minerva's toils, _ 

Are charming #Hebre's Beauties ſpoils ; 

He lives thy minds continual Theme, 

And you can think on nought but him ; 

Hebre, a Youth of Manly force, _ | 
None fits ſo well the manag'd Horſe; _ - bY 
Belerophon would ſtrive in vain | 
To guide with ſo gentile a Rein : 

In all He ſhows a Manly grace, 

In Cuffing ſtout, and ſwitt in Race, 

When His oil'd Arms have cut the Flood 

In ſwimming ſtrong ; He takes the Wood, 

Thro Plains - purſues the:flying Doe, 

And ſhoots with an unerring Bow ; 

Or elſe for Boars His Toils He ſets, 

And takes them foaming in his Nets. 


ODE XII. 
To His pleaſant Spring. 


Lundyfia's Spring more clear than Glaſs, 
That bubbles thro the riſing Graſs 
Thee Wine ſhould ſweeten, Crowns adorn, 


—— 
- — d. s A 
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s 
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_ "But now a wanton Ridgling dies 
A Pious humble Yacrifice, 
His flowing blood ſhall Paint the riſing Morn, 


With budding Horns He dares to fight ; 
His fury haſtens to delight ; 
Courage with Love together grows : 
In vain, in vain, His wanton Blood 
Shall ſurely ſtain thy cooler Flood, 

And pay the mighty Debt his Maſter owes. 


The furious Nog-Stars burning Beams 
In vainattempt thy living Streams, 
In vain they ſtrike thy Sacred Deep ; 
You yield delightful liquid Snow 
To oxen wearied with the Plough, 
And cool the thirſty Heat of wandring Sheep. 


Yourank'd ſhall be midſt noble Springs, 
And high in Fame, whilſt Zorace Sings, 
The ſhady Beech that riſing grows 
Where, by great Neptuxe's Trident ſtrook, 
A Paſſage opens thro the Rock, 
And whence thy prattling Stream of Water flows. 


\ 
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ODE XIV. - 
He reſolves ro be merry at Cxfar's rerurn. 


A/ar, who like 4lcides, Rome, 

Did march to bring the Laurel home, 
Bought with his Death ; from diſtant Spain 
Is now return'd in Peace again. 


Let C2/ar's Queen, with one content 
With Pious thanks juſt 'Gods preſent ; 
His Siſter too, as bright in Charms 
And great as C#ſar jn his Arms. 


And you whoſe Sons kind Fates reſtore 
With humble modeſty adore. 


Ye ſmiling Maids, ye Girls and Boys 
And you that taſt the Marriage joys, 
With Mirth falute-our Conquering Lord, 
Nor drop one inauſpicious Word, 


This Day, to me a real Feaſt, 

Black Cares ſhall baniſh from my Breaſt : 
I'll fearno Tumults, fear no Pains, 

Nor viotent Death, whilſt Cz/ar Reigns. 


Boy bring me Oil, and Crowns prepare, 
And Wine that knew the Marfran War, 
| It any Cask could hidden lie 

| From wandring Spartacus his Eye. 
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Bid ſweet Neera ſpread her Charms, 
And haſt to fly into my Arms, 

But if the Curſed Porter ſtay 

And ask Thee queſtions, Come away. 


Now Snowy time hath cool'd my rage, 

] am._not eager to engage, 

But yet I know when I was wont 

To ſtorm at ſuch a rude affront ; 

Whilſt Youth was warm ; but Loveis cold, 
AndI can bear now I am old. 


ODE XV. 


He adviſeth an O!d Woman to be modeſt. 


Hou Wite of 7bycus the Poor, 

Forbear, and toy in Love no more, 
Confine thy Luſt and end thy ſhame, 
Nor ſtrive to blaze with dying flame: 
Now near to death that comes but flow, 
Now thou art ſtepping down below : 
Sport not amongſt the Blooming Maids 
But think on Ghoſts, and empty ſhades : 
What ſuits with Pho/oe in her bloom, 
Gray Clorts, Will not Thee become : 
A bed is difterent from a Tomb : 
Thy Daughter with a better Grace 
Tho wrincles plow her wither'd Face, 
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Let Nothus Love force her to play 


Like wanton Kids ith' heat of May ; 
Lacerian Wool with Purple ſtain'd 
Not Harps become thy wither'd hand, 


The Purple Roſy Crowns wh 


The Earthy paleneſs of th 
And Drink until the Hog 


Then ſuck the dregs, no blood will fly 
To thy pale Cheek, nor ſoftneſs to thy Eye. 


t 


ead 's hw! 
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ODE XVI. 


All things obey Gold. 


But Tove and Yenus ſoon betray: 


The jealous Guardian of the ! 


They knew the way to take the hold ; 
They knew the Paſs muſt open lie 

To every hand, and every 
When ove himſelf was Bribe, and turn'd to Gold. 


Eye, 


—— 


Tower of Braſs, Gates ſtrong and barr'd 
And watchful Dogs ſuſpicious Guard 
From creeping Night Adulterers, 

That ſought impriſon'd Daxae's Bed, 

Might have fecured one Maiden-Head ; 

And Greed the old Acrifius from his fears. 


Gold | 
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«Might burn, and rage, break Young Mens doors, 
And walſt the Relicks of her hours ; ; 


| 


— — 


ors, 


—— 
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Gold loves to break through Gates and Barrs, 
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It is the Thunderbolt of Wars ; 
It flies through Walls, and breaks a way, 
By Gold the Argive Augur fell, 
It taught the Children to rebel, 

And made the Wife her fatal Lord betray. 


When Engines, and when Arts do fail, 
The golden Wedge can cleave the Wall ; 
Gold Philip's Rival Kings oer-threw ; ' 
Rough Sea-men, ſtubborn as the Flood 
And angry Seas that they have Plow'd, 
Bribes quickly ſnare, and eaſtly ſubdue. 


Care ſtill attends encreaſing ſtore, 
And craving; Appetite for more ; 
Mecenas, Honor of our Knights, 
How juſtly was thy Friend afraid 
To raiſe his too conſpicuous Head 
And ſoar to lofty, and to envy d heights 2 


Thoſe that do much themſelves deny, 

Receive more bleſſings from the Sky : 

I love a mean, and fafe retreat; 

And naked now with haſt retire 

To Humble Thoſe who nought deſire 
And joy to leave the Party of the Great. 


In my ſcorn'd Farm a greater Lord 
Than if my crowded Barns were ſtor'd 
With all the ſtout Appulian reaps; 
Than it to me Padtolss ran 
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* _ Androul'd in flowing Tides of gain, PY 
Whilſt I was Pogr amidſt my mighty heaps. 


A purling Spring, a ſhady Grove 
'To raiſe my Song, and eaſe my Love, 
My Farm that neer deceives my hopes 
Make me ſeem happier to the Wiſe, 
Tho not to baſe and vulgar Eyes, 
Than He that boaſts his Fruitfal Zz4ya's Crops. 


Tho no Calabriaz Bees do give 

Their grateful tribute to my Hive, 

No Wines by Rich Campania ſent 

In my Ignoble Casks ferment ; 

No Flocks in Ga/ick Plains grow Fat, 

YetTI am free from pinching want, 

And, begd I more, my Lord would grant, 
And to my Wiſhes equal my Eſtate. 


But now more fate, and more ſecurely bleſt 
Than if my Hand graſp'd Eaſt and Weſt : 
He, that asks much, muſt ſtill want more ; 
Happy, to whom Indulgent Heaven 
Enough, and ſparingly hath given, - 
And made his Mind as narrow as his Store. 
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ODE XVII. 


He adviſeth his noble Friend Flius Lamias to live 
merrily. 


Reat Sir, from ancient Lamus Sprung, 
As noble a deſcent, as long ; 
(From Him, the Spring, thy generous Blood 
In undiſturbed Streams has flow'd; 
From him rhe Lamzas took their name, 
And ſwell the Annals of our Fame, 
Thy generous Blood rowl'd nobly down 
From him that fill'd the Formzan Throne, 
Where ſwoln with Rain, ſwift Ziris roars, 
And waſhes fair Marzca's Shores, 
A Potent Scepter grac'd his Hand, 
And meaſur'd out a wide Command) 
To morrow furious Winds ſhall ſpread 
The troubled Shore with uſeleſs Weed, 
And fill the Woods with ſcatter'd Leaves, 
Unleſs the cawing Crow deceives, 
The Crow that ſtill foretels a Rain 
And Storm, and never caws in vain : 
Now Pile thy Wood whilſt ſound and dry, 
— {| To morrow morna Pig ſhall die, 
And Wine ſhall cheer thy Slaves and Thee, 
From Country Toil, and Buſineſs free, c 
ER Andallenjoy a ſhort liv'd Liberty. 


ODE 
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ODE XVIIE 
To FAUNUS. 
Whoſe Favour and Protetion He defires. 


Annus that flying Nymphs purſues o 

And Courrs as oft as they refuſe, 
If Yearly Ridglings ſtain thy Grove, 
If the large Bowl the Friend of Love, 
Still lows with Wine ; if Prayers invoke, 
And thy old Shrines with Odors ſmoak, 
Defend my Fields, and funny Farm, 
_ keep'my tender Flocks from harm : 

'er graſly Plains the wanton Flocks, 

The Village with their idle Ox, 
Sport or the Fields, all finely dreſt 
When cold December doth reſtore thy Feaſt : 
The Lambs midſt ravenous Wolves repoſe, 
The Wood to Thee ſpreads ruſtick Boughs, 
The Ditcher with his Country Jugg, 
Then ſmiles to Dance where once he dugg, 
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ODE XIX. 


A merry \ Ode to his Friend! who was. a i Studepe 
Ow many years, divide rob 1847 
Old; Inachas and; Codrus Reigny 
Who tor his Country bravely dy'd, 
4 You ſeek with mighty pain 
= Theſe are the idle Labors of thy Brain, 


Old Zacw youcan derive from HY 
And tell what mighty Kin he had above, 
Youall the; Trojan Wars can Write, 
But never mind what Wine will coſt, 
Who make a Feaſt, and who invite, 
And whoa Fire prepares at Night 

| Now Winter ſpreads the F ields with hoary Froſt. 


A Glafs!' Come fill me to the rfiing Moon, 
To Midnight, and to Morning one ; 
We'll never part whilſt Stars do ſhing; :- 
Forget thy Books, tha hoſe idle Dreams z:; 

| Fill round, Three Bowls of Nine . = 

| Are ſober Jollity' S EXLrEams, © - | 


. He that th" uneven Muſes loves, ''* + 
With: Three times Tree his heat Sno 
A ſtaring Poet, raisd by every BowP:s' 
The ſober Grace with' th' naked two; + 
Afraid of Brawls, but Three allow, 
And only cheer, but never heat the Soul, 


i 
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I muſt be Mad, what means the Flute - 
Why hangs the Pipe and ſilent Lute > 

I hate a niggard, quickly fpread 

The ſweeteſt Roſes round my Head ; / 
Eet Lycus hear the roaring noiſe, 

And ſhe, the Neighbouring Miſs, 

That doth his feeble Love deſpiſe, 

And letthem pine, and envy at our joys. 


Thee Beauteous with thy buſhy Hair, T « 
And like the brighteſt Evening Star ?/ 
Ripe Chloe ſeeks with warm deſires; 

WhyſtT a dull expeQting Fop / 

Still linger on with lazy hope, 

And ſlowly melt in Glycera's tormenting Fires. 


ODE XX. 


Fle adviſeth his Priend not to (trive to part a Lo- 
| ver and his Miſt riſs. 


Oſt ſee what Dangers mult attend, ( 
"Thy Pious Duty to thy Friend ; 
"Fis hard to rob a 'Tygreſs of her Young : 
Ah bafled, Thou ſhalt ſoon retreat, 
And midſt the ſhame of a defeat, 
Unequal.Foe, confeſs her force too ſtrong, & 
hen ſhe with Fury rais'd ſhall move 
Thro throngs of Youth that offer Love, 
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And ſtrive to win her Heart ; to fieze the Fair : 
Then ſhall we ſee who wins the Day, 
And who ſhall fieze the Beauteous Prey, 
And in Nearchus have thegreateſt ſhare. 


Whilſt you your winged Arrows draw, 

She whets her Teeth, and ſpreads her paw ; 

Whilſt he that muſt beſtow the Prize 

| Sits unconcern'd with gloating Eyes z 

2 On all around his amorous glances ſpread, 

£ His Perfum'd, looſe and wanton Hair, 
Permitting to the waving Air, 

As ſweet as Nireus, or as Ganymede. 


fn 


——_— 


ODE XXIL 


He Dedicates his Pine to Diana. 


Ind Guardian of my Hills and Grove 
. Who thrice implor'd doſt hear, and fave 
The teeming Women from the Grave, 
Great here on Earth, in Hell, and great Above : 


This Tree be thine that long hath ſtood 
To ſhade my Houſe'; as Years rowl round, 
A Boar that Aims a ſide-ways wound 
Shall Yearly ſtain the Trunk with offer'd Blood, 


I's ODE 
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ODE XXII. 


Innocence pleaſes Heaven more than Sacrifice. 


Fat and coſtly Sacrifice 
Is not the welcom'ſt Tribute to the Skies, 
They're more delighted with the ſmall expence # 
Of Honeſty and Innocence. ,. 


Let ruſtick Phydile prepare 
At each new Moon an humble Prayer, 
And at her old Penates Shrine 
Pour one ſmall bowl of Country Wine, 
And ſtain their Altars with a greedy Swine ; ; 
No ſcorching Winds ſhall blaſt her fruit, 
Her Corn be free from barren ſmut ; 
Nor let her darling Children fear 
The ſhivering Agues of the dying Year: 


The Sacrifice A/banian Paſtures feed; bh, 
Or Snowy Algidum's cold Mountains breed 
 Midft fruitful Oaks a pamper'd Beaſt, 

Shall ſtain the Axes of the Prieſt : 

But why ſhould You profuſely try 

With ſlaughter'd Flocks to bribe the Sky, 
Sincg _ Crowns, and from .the neighbouring 

0 

Few ſprikled drops ſhall pleaſe the God 

_=7 than whole Rivers of Fheir offer'd blood 2 
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If with an unpolluted hand, 

Which neither Blood nor wicked Arts have ſtain'd, 
A little Meal and Salt you bring c 


"Twill prove a more provailing Oftering 
Than all the Spices of the Eaſtern King, 


: 
—— 


s, | pes; ODE XXIV. 


Nothing can ſecure a Man from Death. And «+ 
Covetouſneſs is the Root of all Evil. | 


--* Hough You had all the Spice and Gold 
Arabian (ſweats, and the rich dies hold ; 
Tho You extend Your Palaces 
Otr the 7yrrhene, and Pontick Seas ; 
When ſtrong Neceſlity 
Shall fix her Adamantine hooks on Thee, 
When ſhe ſhall drag away 
The trembling melancholy Prey, 
Not all thy Wealth ſhall fave 
Thy Mind from fear, or body from the *3rave. 


Happier the wandring Scy?h1ians live, 
Who all their houſe in one ſmall Waggon drive, 
Where no unequal bounds 
Do parcel out the Land in private grounds, 
|} The Corn grows freely for the Common good ; 
And when one Year their Fields they plow'd, 
They ſit at Eaſe, whilſt others toil, 
And equal pains manure the Publick Soil. 


There 
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There all 11 the Cups the Step-dames hands preſent 
To unſuſpe@ing Heirs are innocent : ] 
No Wife confiding on her Dowre, 
Or rich Gallant uſurps her Husband's Power ; 
None there a lawleſs ſway pretends, 
Her Portion 1s the vertue of her Friends, 
| And cautious Modeſty 
That cloſer draws the marriage tie, 
They fear to fin, orſinning doom'd to die. 


B 
- 


_ He that would prize his Country's good, 
And ſtop the Iſſue of our Civil blood ; | 
He that would ſtand in Braſs as fixt as Fate, 
'* Benam('d the Father of the State ; 

Let him reſtrain this Brutal rage : 

 Aglorious Man in future age ! 

Since Envious We deſpiſe ' 

Vertue when preſent, when it flies 

Stand and gazc alter it with longing Eyes ! 


But fad Complaints are vain, 
' Vize only yields to pain, 
Her Sword ſtri& Juſtice needs muſt draw, 
And cut it off by neceſſary Law ; 
' And whatareLaws! State Pagonnery | 
Unleſs obey'd 
With the ſame reverence they were made, 
Unleſs our Manners and the Rules agree ! 


The Merchants dare to cut the Line, 
Where beams {till boil the Metal in the Mine, 
' Nor can the frigid Coaſt - 
That'lies bound up with lazy Froſt, 


Nor 


nt 
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Nor all the Snow and Northern Tee, 


Eer cool the Sailer's flaming Avarice ; 


In feeble Ships they dare to ride 
And boldly ſtem the higheſt Tide, 
When ſcarce three inches them and Death divide 
For Poverty, that great diſgrace, ; 
. Still drives. them on the vicious race ; 
Whilſt Vertue's Paths that lead on high 
Untrod and unfrequented lie, | 
Few think it worth their while toclimb the Sky. 


To Fove's great Shrine let Romans bring 
Their Wealth, a grateful Offering ; 
For thoſe that thus their Treaſures ſpend, 
Tuſt bleſſings Crown, and joyful ſhouts attend: 
Or in the Neighbouring flood 
Let's caſt our Jewels and our Gold, 
For which we have our Vertue ſold, 
Our Gold the dear-bought cauſe of all our blood. 
Wealth, form'd near Hell, when here on Earth 
Brings up the curfed Region of its birth. 


It we repent, and hate the Crimes 
And Follies of our own and Father's times, 
We muſt root out the very ſeeds of Sin, 
And plant new Vertuein; 
The Soil is ſoft, and if manur'd with care, 
And manly Arts, may bear 
A fruitful Crop, Vertue may ſprout again, 
And with a Vaſt encreaſe reward the Tiller's pain. 


I 4 Our 
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Our Nobles Sons with an unequal force / + 
Now ſcarce can fit the. Manag'd Horſe : 
They Hate the Ring, nor. dare to ride the Courſe : 
But Cards, unlawful Dice, | 
And all the myſteries of Vice (know, 
That Greece eer / taught, or Rome improv d, they 
For. theſe they nobler Deeds forgo ; 
Thele are their. Arts, their chiet delights, 
The Pleaſures of their days, and ſtudy of their 
(nights. 


Mean while their perjur'd Fathers cheat, 
Grow grey in baſe Oppreſlion, and Deceit ; 
To their beſt Friends their Oaths are Snares, 
Whilſt at the vaſt Expence 
Of Honeſty and Innocence, 

They Heap. up Wealth for their unworthy Heirs : 
Their Stores encreaſe, and yet, I know not what, 
Still they do ſomething want, 

Which neither pains can- get, nor Heav'n can 
To fwell their Narrow to a full Eſtate. (grant, 


O——_—_—_— 
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ODE XXVI. 
Now being grown Old, he bids farewel to Love. 


Nee I was gay, and great in Charms, 
Succeſs {till waited on my Arms; 
In 'YVenus Battles bravely ſtout, 

I fought, and conquer'd when I fought, 
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But now my Arms and wanton Lyre 
Whoſe tunes could ſpread Harmoaious fire, 
Whoſe moving ſtroaks could ſoon impart 
Soft wiſhes to the tender heart, 

My Torches, Leavers, Darts.and Bows 
That broke the Doors that did oppoſe, 
That did all Obſtacles remove, 

Which hindred my purſuit of Love, 

In Yexn«s Shrine unheeded he 

Vith all my Love's Artillery : 

Great Goddeſs who oer Cyprus reigns, 
And ſcorching Memphis burning Plains, 
Let coy and ſcornful Chloe know 

The fury of thy Cupid's Bow ; 

And let her ſmart for her diſdain, 

Enflame her Breaſt, and I ſhall love again. 


l———— 


ODE XXVII. 
To Lyde, On Neptune's Feſtival. 


VV Hat ſhould I do at Neptune's Feaſt, 
| What better ſhould my thoughts em- 
(ploy, 
What ſhould I do but treat my gueſt, 
And ſhow the greatneſs of my Joy 2 
Wine, Lyde, Wine; ſtorm ſober Senſe, 
My Bowl is ſtrong, and that will make a weak 
defence, | 
Do'ſt 
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Do'ſt ſee how half the day is paſt - 
And Fer as if wing d Time would ſtay, 
Yon ſtill the precious minutes waſt ; 
And lead me on with flow delay. 
Wine, Lyde, Wine to raiſe my flame ; 
Old luſty Wine, and feafd with B7b«lus's name. 


Tl fing great Neprane bound by Rocks, 
Til ſing the Nerezds Sea-green hair ; 
And how they fit and ſpread their locks 
To tempt the greedy Mariner : 
You to your Harp Latona ſing, 
And Cynthia's Arrows thot from an unerring ſtring, 
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Both her who drawn by murmuring Doves 

To __— guides with filken ſtrings, 

Whilſt Czp:d's wait, and wanton Loves 

Fan their warm Mother with their wings : 

Juft Songs and thanks ſhall praiſe the Night, 
For lingring Long, and giving ſpace for gay delight. 


—— 


ODE NXXIF. 
Fre invites Mecznas to an entertainment. 


Y noble Lord of Royal Blood, 
vh That from the 7u/can Monarchs flow'd, 
F nave a Cask neer piercd before ; 
My Garlands wreath'd, my Crowns are made, 
My Roſes pluck'd to grace thy head ; 
fs fair and ſweet as cer Preneſte bore. 


Make 
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Make haſt, my Lord, and break away 

From all the Shackles of delay, 

From watry 7iber's Fields retreat : 

Let not low «la delight, 

Nor let her Vales detain thy ſight, ' 
Or Parricide 7elegoxus his Seat. 


From thy diſguſting Plenty fly, 
Thy Palace leave that mounts on high 
| And hides her head in bending Clouds ; 
Admire no more (but quickly come) 
The Wealth, the noiſe, and ſmoak of Rome, 
That happy Manſion of our future Gods. 


Changes have often pleasd the Great, 
And'in a Cell a homely treat ; 
But ſweet and good, and cleanly dreſt, 
Tho no rich Hangings grace the Rooms, 
Or Purple wrought in 7yrian Looms, 
Have ſmooth'd a careful brow, and calm'd a trou- 
| bled breaſt. 


The Dog's and Lion's fury riſe, 
With doubled beams they ſcorch the Skies; 
The Swains retire to mid-day dreams: 
The bleating Flocks avoid the heat, 

| And to the Springs and Shades retreat ; 

And not one breath of Air curles o'er the Streams, 


Whilſt You ſtill watch the turns of Fate, 
The careful guardian of our State ; 


Intent 


HORACE's 
—_— on what the Mede prepares : 
hat leads the quiver'd Perſia forth, 


What moves the Badtr:an, and the North, 
Are the diſtraQtipg Objects of thy Cares. 


Future Events Wiſe Providence 
Hath hid in Night from human Senſe, 
To narrow bounds our ſearch confin' d: 
And laughs to ſee proud Morrals try 
To fathom deep Eternity 
With the ſhort Line and Plummet of their Mind. 
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Tho Joys the vreſent Hours produce 

Fake thankfully, my Lord, and uſe ; 

All other thivgs like Rivers flow, 

In their own-Ghanels thro the Plain, 
They fall info the Tuſcan Main, 
-And'bleſs the Country as they go : 

When Rain hath rais'd the quiet Floods, 

 - Whilſt Neighbouring Mountains ali around 

Are fill'd and Echo with the found, 

They whirl the eaten Rocks and Woods, 
And drown the growing Labors of the Plow. 


He's Maſter. of himſelfalone, 
He hves, that, makes each day his own : 
- He lives that-can diſtin&tly fay 
2: Þ bs; enough, for I have liv'd to day : 
Let Jove to morrow ſmiling riſe, 
.” Or let dark Clouds fpread oer the Skies : 
He cannot make'the pleaſures void + 
Nor ſowre the ſweets | have enjoy'd, 
Nor: tall that back which winged hours have born 
away. Still 
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Still Fortune plays at faſt and looſe, 
And ſtill malicioufly jocoſe; 
Her cruel ſport ſhe Urges on ; 
Now ſmiles on me, on Me beſtows, 
And then upon another throwes 
Vaſt heaps of Wealth, and takes them back as foonz 


When cer ſhe ſtays with what ſhe brings 
I'm pleas'd, but when ſhe ſhakes her Wings, 
I ſtreight reſign 'my juſt pretence ; | 
| Tgive her back her fading Gold : 
My ſelfT in' my Vertue fold, 
And live content with Want and Innocence. 


When ſpreading Sails rough Tempeſts tear, 
I make no lamentable Prayer ; 
I do not bargain with the Gods, 
Nor offer coſtly Sacrifice 
To fave my precious 7yrias dies 
From Adding Riches to the Greedy Floods, 


Een 'midſt theſe Storms T1l fafely ride, 

My Bark ſhall ſtem the higheſt Tide ; 

Tho Tempeſts toſs, and th' Ocean raves, 

Caſtor ſhall gather gentle Gales, 

And Pollux fill my ſpreading Sails, 
And bear me ſafe thro the Xgean Waves. 


HO RACE. 


ODE XXX. , 
He promiſeth himſelf Eternity. | 


"T1 finiſh'd ; I have raisd a Monument | 
EK More ſtrong than Braſs, and of a vaſt extent : 

Higher than Egypt's ſtatelieſt Pyramid, 

That coſtly Monument of Kingly Pride : 6 

As High as Heaven the top,as Earth the Baſis wide :Y 

 Whicheating ſhowers, nor North wind's feeble blaſt, 

Nor whirling Time, nor flight of Years can waſt ; 

Whole Horace ſhall not die, his Songs ſhall fave 

The greateſt portion from the greedy Grave : 

Still treſh I'll grow, ſtillgreen in future praiſe, 

Till Time is loſt, and Rome it ſelf decays ; 

Till the chief Prieſt and ſilent Maid no more 

Aſcend the Capitol, and Fove adore : 

Where violent 4ufd rowls thro humble Plains, 

And where ſcorchd Daunus ruld the labouring; 

Swaltns. 

There ſhall my fame refound, there all fhall cry 

"Twas I, the great from mean defcent, 'rwas t 

That firſt did dare to bind the Greczan Song, 

And unknown nambers in the Romarx tongue : 

Mule take thy Merits due, and proudly raiſe 

Thy Head,and gladly Crown my Brows with Bays: 


The End of the Third B:ok, 
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ODE TI. 
Zo VENUS. 


| xs. He zs now grown Old and unfit for Love. 2. Des 
fires her to go and vifit Toung Paulus. 3. Tet He 
ftill thinks on his levely Boy Ligurine. 


F. Ong interrupted War 
Thou Yenus doſt again renew, 
And former hate purſue;; 
Oh ſpare, for Pity, Yen, ſpare ! 


I am not what I was 
In lovely Cynera's eaſy Reign 

When heat warm'd every Vein, 
And manly Beauty fill'd my Face. 
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+ Queen of ſoft Deſires 


To bend-my Mind grown ſtiff with Age. 


And fifty years engage _ 
To crackle in thy wanton Fires. / 


/ But Youth and Beauty hear, 

Go where their tender wiſhes call, 
| And let their ſighs prevail ; 
Go free young Virgyns of theiy fear, | 


2 There isa Noble game, 


In Paulus Houſe, go drive thy Doves; 


And revel with thy Loves, 


His Heart deſerves thy choiceſt Flame. 


For he is great'in Charms, 
The chiefeſt Honor of the Bar, 
+> -* He'll make ſucceſsful War, -- 
And ſpread the Glory of thy Artns. 


When He, the lovely, ſmiles, 
- When he the happy. Man ſhall prove, 
| And win by naked Love. 
His giving Rivals coſtly ſpoils; * 
Ot Cedar grac'd with Gold, . 
A ſtately Pile ſhall proudly riſe 
As glorious as the Skies, ' / 


And thy bleſt Image gladly hold. ; 


Before Thee thrice a day;..... 


With Incenſe ſweet thy Shrine: ſha'l ſmoak;, 


« 4.& 
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And 
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"And Boysand Maids invoke, 


And dance, and praiſe Thee as they pray ; 


In wanton order move, 
Whilſt Pipe,-and Flute, and charming Lyre 
| Compoſe the joyful Quire, 
And naked all, ' and fit for Love. 


No Maids, no wanton Boys, . | 
No Empty hopes of mutual Love 
My feeble paſſions move, 
Or quicken my dead-Soul to joys. 


Een Crowns and Wine diſpleaſe, - __ . 
I cannot roar and drink all Night, _ | 

Old Age doth cramp Delight, : 
And lead me down to lazy Eaſe. meloichy 


3. But Ah! What's this my Dear ! 
Dear Ligarzme, ah! tell me why 
Theſe drops forfake my Eye, 
And tender fighs fan every tear 2 


Why doth my flowing Tongue 
In unbecoming, filence fall - 
And why do ſighs prevail, 
And in the midſt furprize my Song? 


Thee, Thee, my lovely Bay 
Now now, I claſp, and now in Dreams. 

Purſue o'er Fields, and Streams;  - 
Thee, Thee, my Dear, my flying Joy- 
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-11374/ANTONIVS JULBS. : 
1. None can imifate. Pindar, 2. C meds Antony, | 
and propoſes Ceſar $ Attions as a fit ſubjett for | þ 

his Muſe. | & 
: 
'E _ to al Pirdar tries, 
With Waxer wings he vainly: flies 

| Too near exalted Fame ; 


And muſt expeft a Fate like his 
Who fell, and pave! rhe Xa a Name. 


As violent Rivers fwoln with Rain, 
Break oer the neighbouring fruitful Plain 
With ar impetuotis ftrearn ; 

So Pindar doth all Batiks diſdain, © 
And overflows the Higheſt Thetne: 


In all He doth deſerve the Crown ; 
Whether He raſhes boldfy on 

And rowls new wards along ; ; 
Through lawleſs Dy#herambicks thrown ; 
Or Kyle in Cook Song. 


Or Gods, .or $4 next Kindred Kings, 

In mighty nimnbers tnighty things, 
Or yaliatit Zero:snames 

That kill'd the Centaurs, nobly ſings, 

And quench the fierce Chimera s flames. 
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Or praiſed him that ſwiftly rode, 
And C 


rown'd return'd almoſt 3 God 
From the Olympian race : 
Or Verſes on the Brave beſtow'd, 
More founding and more ſtrong than Braſs. 


Or ſoftly ſings with pious griet 

A Youth fnatcht from his weeping Wife, 
And bears their names on high, 

Their vertuous manners, pleafant life ; 

And doth forbid their Loves to die. 


The 7heban Swan vaſt whirls of Air 
Thro higheſt Regions ſwiltly bear 
When he deſigns to riſe, 
When He his lofty head doth rear t 
And ſhoots it through the Cloudy Skies. 


Tlike a Beewith toil and pain * 

Fly humbly o'er the flowry Plain, 
And with a buſy tongue 

Thelittle Sweets my Labors gain, 

I work at laſt into a Song. | 


2. But you ſhall ſing in higher ſtrains 
What Conqueſts mighty Ce/ar gains, 
How great his Pomp appears, 
When juſtly Crown'd he leads in Chains 
The Germas Trophiesof his Wars. 


Greater than him no Age can know, 
Nor, if they would, the Gods beſtow ; 
No, they can bleſs no more 


KR 23 


132 HORACEs 


If they their bounty ſtrove'to ſhow, 
And would the Golden Age reſtore : . 


| ' Then thou ſhalt {ing our feaſting days, 


Our City's Joy, and publick Plays 
At Czſar's wiſh'd return : 
Then thou ſhalt fing how" ſtrife decays, 


And Courts their peaceful Clients mourn. 


And there if any patient.Ear 
My Muſes feeble Song will hear 


My voice ſhall ſound thro Rome: 


Thee, Sux, Fll fing,” Thee, lovely fair ; 


Thee, Thee Ill praiſe when Cz/ar's come. 


As you, great Poet, march along 

From every Heart and every Tongue 
Aijoyſul ſound ſhall move, 

To Triumphe be the Song, 

Whilſt Incenſe-ſmoaks to Gods above. 


Ten fair large Bulls, .ten luſty Cows 
Muſt die to pay thy richer Vows ; 

' Of my ſmall ſtock of Kine 
A Calfjuſt wean'd now: Youthful grows 
In. paſtures fat to fall-for mine. 


Unusd to puſh he now-dath wildly run, 
And as the third-days riſing Moon | 

So bend his tender horns ; 
 Allover Red, but where alone 
A milky ſpat his front adorns. 
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ODE II. 
To his Muſe. 
By her favour he gets immortal Reputation. 


T. whoſe bleſt birth propitious rays 
The Muſes ſhed, on whom they ſmile, 
; Noduſty /#hmian game 
Shall ſtouteſt of the Ring proclaim, 
Or-to reward his toil 
Wreath Ivy Crowns, or grace his head with Bays. 


Nor Victor, Laurel round his Brows, 
In an Achean Chariot ride : 
No glorious feats of War + 
His happy Skill, and Arms declare 
When He hath broke the pride, 
And baffled dreadful threats of haughty Foes. 


But fruitful 7:4«r's ſhady Groves, 
[ts pleaſant Springs and purling Streams, 
Shall raiſe a laſting name, 
And ſet him high in founding fame, 
For Lyr:ick Verle the nobleſt Themes, 
Great as his Mind, and various as his Loves. .. 


Rome, Empreſs of the Nations, Writes, 
Writes me among(t the Lyrick Train; 
And hence I Honor raile, 
Immortal Love and laſting praiſe 
' Secure from fears, and pain, | 
For ſharp-tooth'd Envy now but faintly bites. 
: K 3 Sweet 
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Sweet Muſe that tun'ft the charming Lyre, 

And draw ſt ſoft ſounds from ſtubborn ſtring, 
That can'ſt the Envious pleaſe 

And ſoften fury into eaſe, 


Teach filent Fiſh to ſing, 
And tunes as ſweet as dying Swans inſpire. 


"Tis thine, ſwee? Muſe, thy gift alone, 
That as I walk all cry, "tis He, 
That warms with Lyrick fire ; 
"Tis He that tunes the Roman Lyre ; 
And that I pleaſe, I own, 
Suppoſe I pleaſe, I have it all from Thee. 


i - PT IN 


ODE V. 


Reat ZZero's Son, Rome's gracious Lord, 
How long ſhall we thy abſence mourn ! 
Thy promis'd {elf at laft afford, 

Rome's ſacred Senate begs : Return. 


_ Great Sir, reſtore your Country light ; 
When your auſpicious beams ariſe, 
Juſt as in Spring, the Sun's more bright, 
. And fairer days ſmile or the Skies. 


As tender Mothers wait their Sons 
Whom Storms have toft above a Year, 
And every nimble day that runs 

They load with vows, 'and pious fear. 


They ne'er their Eyes from th' Shores remove, 
Longing to ſee their Sons reſtor'd ; | 
Thus Rome, inſpir'd with Loyal Love, 


Expects her great, her gracious Lord. 


The Oxe doth ſafely Paſtures trace, 
Ard fruitful Ceres fills our Plains, 
The Merchant fails o'er quiet Seas, 
And unſtain'd Faith, and Vertne reigns. 


No baſe Adultry. ſtains our Race, 
Strickt Law hath tam'd that ſpotted Vice ; 
The Child can ſhow his Father's face ; 

Pain waits on Sin, and checks its riſe. 


Who doth the dreadiul Germans fear 
The Scythian Rage, or Parthian Bow, 
Or Who the threatning Spaniards War, 
Whilſt Cz/ar lives, and rules.below 2 


In his own Hills each ſets his Sun ; 
To Widow Elms he leads his Vine, 
And chearful, when his toils are done, 
Invokes Thee o'er a Bowl of Wine. 


To Thee our Prayers, and Wines do flow 
To Thee the Author of our Peace, 

As much as grateful Greece can ſhow, 
To Caſtor, or great Hercules. 


Long may You live, your days be fair, 
Beſtow long Feaſts, and long Delight ; 

| This s eur ſober morning Prayer, 

And theſe our drunken Vows at Night.: - - 
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ODE VL. 
Te o Apollo and Diana. ] 


Reat God, whom Niobe's "We did know, 
A ſharp revenger of a haughty Tongue, 
Whom Luſtful 77s wrong 
 Provok'd fodraw his fatal Bow ; 
And ſtout Achilles found too great a Foe. 


Tho fierce in Arms, tho Thetis Son, 
Tho Death did wait upon his Sword, and Fear, 
Attended on his Spear; 
Tho wretched 7roy almoſt o'er-thrown 
Confeſs'd his force, He bow'd to Thee alone. 


| Like Oaks which biting Axes wound, 
- Or Cypres tall which furious Storms divide 
| He ſpread his ruin wide: 

,* Heſfelt the fatal Dart, He groan'd 

*And hid his noble Head in 7rojan ground. 


Not hein great Minerva's Horſe 
, Had cheated Troy, and Priam'sheedleſs Court 
Diſſolv'd in Wine and Sport ; 
But hot, and deaf to all remorſe 
Had fiercely ſtorm'd our Walls with open force. 


And when ſtrong Fates had 7roy o'ercome 
Too favage He, ah! ah! with Grec:an Flames 
Had burnt the breeding Dames, PURE 
na 
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And in their Mothers burning Womb, 
Poor harmleſs Infants found a hated Tomb. 


But your kind Prayers, and Yenus Face 
Prevail'd on Fate, made angry Juno kind, 
' And bent Fove's mighty mind 
To grant a more auſpicious p'ace 
To raiſe a Town for great AZneas Race. 


Feign'd Artiſton the Muſes Lyre, 
That bath'ſt thy yellow Locks in Zanthus Flood, 
Sweet, ſmooth-ſac'd charming Ged, 
Improve the rage thou didſt inſpire, * 
Encreaſe my heat, and {till preſerve my Fire. 


From Phzbas all my fancy came, 
"Twas Phebus firſt that taught me how to ſing, 
And ſtrike the ſpeaking ſtring ; 
He Art inſpir'd, He rais'd my Fame, 
And gave the glory of a Poet's name. 


You noble Maids, and noble Boys, 
The chaſt Dzana's chiefeſt care below, 
Whoſe dreadful Darts and Bow, 
Fierce 7ygers fear ; obſerve my voice, 
Obſerve the meaſures of the Publick joys. 


Juſt praiſes give Latona's Son ; 
And ſing the Moon with her encreaſing light 
The beauteous Queen of Night, 
Kind to our Fruits, and ſwift alone 
To turn the headlong Months, and whirl 'em dgyzn. 


When 
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When, Marriage bands confine thy Love 
. Then boaſt,as years brought round the Feaſt, I plaid 
The Tunes that Horace made ; | 
I ſung his Verſe ; and This did prove 
A-pleaſing Tribute to the Gods above. 


—_— - OOO GOO—— 


ODE VII 


, 


7 MANLIUS. TORQUATUS. 


The Sprimt, coming on, from the confideration of our 
frail State, He invites him to be merry. 


' He Snows are gone, and Graſs returns again, 
| New Leaves adorn the Widow Trees, 
The unſwoln Streams their narrow banks contain, 
And ſoftly rowl to quiet Seas. 


The decent Nymphs with ſmiling Graces join'd, 
Now naked cance i'th' open Air ; 
They dread no blaſts, nor fear the Wiad 
- That wantons thro their lowing Hair. 


The nimble hour that turns the Circling Year 

And ſwiftly whirls the pleaſing Day, 
Forewarns Thee to be Mortal in thy Care 

Nor cramp thy Life with long delay : 
The Spring the Winter, Summer waſts the Spring, 
YL And Summers beauty's quickly loſt, 
vita drunken Autumn ſpreads his drooping Wing; 
And next cold Winter creeps in Froſt. 


The 


Book 1V. 8 ODES. | 139 
The Moon 'tis true her Monthly loſs repairs, 
She ſtreight renews her borrow'd light ; 


But when black Death hath turn'd our ſhining years, 
There follows one Ffernal Night. 


When we ſhall view the gloomy Stygian Shore, 
And walk anova the mighty Dead, 

Where 7ullus, where AExeas went before, 
We ſhall be Duſt, and empty ſhade. 


Who knows if ſtubborn Fate will prove ſo kind, 
And join to this another day ? | 
What e'er is for thy greedy Heirdeſign'd, 
Will flip his Hands, and fly away. 


When thou art gone, and Minos Sentence read, 
| Torquatas, there 1s no return, 
Thy Fame, nor all thy learned Tongue can plead, 
Nor goodneſs ſhall unſeal the Urn. 


For Chaſt Zyppolitus Diana ſtrives, w 
She ſtrives, but ah ! ſhe ſtrives in vain - 
Nor Zheſeus Care, and Pious force reprieves, 


His Dear Perithous from his Chain. 
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ODE VIII. 
To Marcus Cenforiaus. 


Ferſeis is the beſt and moſt lafting Preſent that 
| a Man can ſend his Friend, * 


Would be kind, I would beſtow, 
Dear Cenſorive on all I know, 
-Phate, Statues, Braſs prepar'd, 

Or Bowls the ftouteſt Greeks reward, 

On You my Friend, and half my heart, 

Some curious Picee of noble Art ; 

Could I the famous Works command 

Of Scopa's or Parrhaſias hand, 

One skil'd in Stone, and one m Paint, 

To frame a Man, or make a Saint : 

The Ags declar'd the frame divine, 

And ppear'd in every Line. 

Bur I am poor, and your Eſtate 

"Too large for theſe, your Soul too great 
' To want ſuch Toys : But You delight 

In noble Verſe, and I can write ; 

I'm rich in theſe, can pleaſe a Friend, 

And ſhow the worth of what I ſerd : 

Not ſtately Pillars raisd in Braſs, 

Nor Stones inſcrib'd with publick Praiſe, 
_ Tho ſuch new Heat and Vigor give, 
- - And make the buried Heroes live ; 

* The haſty flight, the wondrous fall, 
And threats thrown back on Hannibal, 
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Not impious Carthage bright in flames, 
His praiſe, who came increas'd in Names 
From conquer'd Africk, Vertues ſhow 
With half the Glory verſe can do. 

If Books were dumb, what ſmall Regard 
Would Vertue meet, what mean Reward 2 
And who had Rome's great Founder known 
Tho ſprung from Mars, tho 7/:a's Son, 

If envious filence had with- held, l 

His great Deſerts, and Fame conceal'd 2 
From Shades below, and gloomy Night 

By Poet's power,” and force of Wit 

Freed A#acas, ſerenely reigns, 

A mighty King in happy Plains. 

The Muſe forbids great worth to die ; 

On whom ſhe will beſtows the Sky : 

Thus Great Alcides carves the Feaſt 

With Jove himſelf, a noble Gueſt : 

Thus ſhining Caftor kindly faves 

A feeble Ship in rougheſt Waves; 

And Bacchus, crown'd with Ivy, hears 
Our modeſt Vows, and ſpeeds our Prayers, 
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ODE IX. 
To LOLLIUS. 


His Songs ſhall never die ; and be js reſolud to 
make his_Frieud Lollius his Name live for 


EVET, 


Ain fear to think thoſe Words will die 
Which born by Aufd's rowling fiream, 
With unknown Art I firſt did try 

In Lyric numbers join'd 

With charming ſtrings to bind, 
And gently raiſe my noble Theme. 


Tho King in Verſe great Homer reigns, 
And doth Equality refuſe ; 
Yet Pzxdar lives in lofty ſtrains, 
Alceus nobly charms, 
The Con Lyrick warms 
With grave Szeficorus ſtately Mule. 


We read Anacreon's wanton toys ; 
Whilſt they our paſſions gently move. 
NoEnvy blaſts, no Age deſtroys ; 
And Sappho's charming Lyre 
Preſerves her ſoft deſire, 
And tunes our zaviſh'd Souls to Love. 


Not only Zelei's Heart was fir d, 
When baſely careleſs of her fame 
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She Paris Princely Train admir'd, 
His Curls furprizing Grace, 

| His Dreſs, his Art, his Face, 

And lewdly fed her lawleſs Flame. 


Not Zeacer firſt drew fatal Bows ; 
Not Troy but once felt Grecian rage; 
Not only S:hexeleus brav'd his Foes, 
The great firſt-born of Fame, 
That fought, and overcame 
And lives in Verſe tofurure Age. 


Not Hedor firſt the glory won 
Of bravely ſpending Royal Blood 
To guard his hopes, his darling Son ; 
Nor firſt profuſe of Lite 
To fave a Vertuous Wife 
And do his dying Country good. | 


Before that Age a thouſand liv'd, 
And ſent ſurpriſing Glories forth, 
But none the ſilent Grave furviv'd; 
In Night their Splendor's gone, 
They fell, unnmourn'd, unknown ; 
Becauſe no Verſe embalms their Warth:. 


What worth doth lazy ſloth excel, 

If "tis withheld from ſounding Fame 2 

Thy Glories I will loudly tell, 
Andintmmortal Verſe 

| Thy living praiſe reherſe, 

Nor ſuffer Age to waſt thy Name. 
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A Generous Mind\in Action bold, 

Wiſe in debate, in Councilgrave, 

, Too ſtrong for all-attracting Gold : 
Let Fortune frown or ſmile 
Thy ſoul is conſtant till, 

In either State tis great and brave. 
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Not Conſul only for one Year, 
But ſtill the Chair as oft obtain'd 
As equal juſtice rul'd the Bar, 
As oft as Crimes accus'd, 
| And guilty Bribes refus'd 
With haughty look ſhe nobly Reign'd. 


Believe not thoſe that Lands poſſeſs 
And ſhining heaps of uſeleſs Ore, 
The only Lords of Happineſs, 
But rather thoſe that know 
, . For what kind Fates beſtow, 
And have the Art to uſe the Store. 


That have the generous skill to bear 
The hated weight of Poverty 
Who more than Death will baſeneſs fear, 
Who nobly to defend 
Their Country or their Friend . 
Embrace their Fate, and gladly die. 


ODE X. 
Zo ſcornful LIGURINE. 


Age will come, Beauty waſt, 'and then be will te 
ſorry for his preſent Pride. 


H lovely yet, and great in Charms ! 
Ah coy; and flying from my Arms / 
When an unlook'd for Beard ſhall hide 
And ſcatter'd hairs ſpread oer thy Pride ; 
When all thoſe wanton Curls ſhall fall, 
Thy Roſy Colbur yield to pale, 
Thy Cheeks grow wan, thy Body pine; 
And leave a different Ligurine, 
Ah! thou ſhalt fay,: when eer the glaſs 
Shall ſhow Thee quite another Face, 
Ah! whilſt I was a vigorous Boy, 
Why did I not this Mind enjoy 2 
Or ſince I now fo freely burn 
Why won't my fortner Face return | 


ODE RL. 
7 PHYLETS: © 


On Meczhas bis' Birth Diy, He Suvites her t#'b* 
\ Feaff. © 


Keep bens Caalaticf many Wines »-. #\ 
. Full 4 years old ;'toCrown thy hair 
My Parſly grows'; my Ivy twines- :': | 


To grace thy head, .and make: Thee it. - | F anhh 
My Rooms well fund jp proc kin, | " : 


My Altar Crown'd pam 
And Yervine chaſt, e Ow 


e& Lamb, 
And thirſts to drinkebe pr otns'd op” 


All hands at work, + By $ a Maids,” 
With buſy haſt the Fea core _——_—— ” 
My Torches raiſe their \ Ns | 


And roll dark Volumes thro the Air.” 


But now to tell what joys to Night 

I call Thee to; I keep the de 

That April's Month the choice delight * 
Of Sea-born Yexus doth divide. 


A Day of Joy and Mirth appears, 
And 4Imoſt dearer than My own ; 
It ſhuts Mecenas former years, - 
And brings another gently on: 


Bank IV rt OD-B8.. 


| rarnZ whom you deſire 

A richer Maid, and Beaut 

Young, Wanton, Gay, madden of fire, 
And holds him faſt in pleaſing Chains. 


urnt Phaeton checks hopes too high, 
rom Heaven'by dreadful Thunder thrown ; 
And Pegaſus refus'd to fly 
And threw Tus mortal Rider down. 


{ "j Te, *2f L : + 


Then Phyllis fiop. thy ridvg Flame, 
And all ambitjqus thoughts remove, 
Tis Sin to huntit60-greata-Gunte, - 
And fly at an unequal Love. ...* 


Come, come, A. laſt, my lateſt Mik, il 
"The laſt I can [ myt@arelpontt! 1) 15 
No Face ſhall cer provoha'a idk EC; = 


| And other beauty Warm no more., 


© melearn, my Dear, Lang pleaſing A 
hich you with a ſurpriding Air = 

ight warble-o& your charming Tongue ;: | 
r Songs are good to lelien Care, ' 
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ODE XI. 
7o VIRGIL. 


He deſcribes the Spring, and invites him t0 
Supper. 


' He foft Companions of the Spring ; i 

The gentk 7hracian Gales 
Spread oer the Earth their flowry Wing, | 
And ſwell the greedy Merchants Sails. 


The Streams not ſwoln with melted Snow | 
In fair Meanders play, 

jam they ſm flow, | 
gently eat their eaſy way. 


To 
An 


The Swallow with the Spring returns, |S 
_ And as fhe builds her Neſt, | 

Her murder'd ys fadly mourns 

And ſighs, and beats her troubked Breaſt. 


The ſwallow, Athens laſting ſhame, 

| For tho her Cauſe was juſt, 
Her Breaſt conceiv'd a lawleſs flame, 
Andill reveng'd the Tyrant's Luſt. 


The Swain whilſt Flocks ſecurely feed, 
" Sits down, and ſweetly plays, 

He foftly blows his Oaten Reed, 

And phaſcth Pan with rural Lays. 
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The Seaſon,  Yirgil, brings us thirſt; 
And if you Mirth defign 
With Noble youths, bring Ointment firſt, 
And I'll provide Thee racy Wine. 


For one ſmall Box of Ointment brought 

I will a Cask prepare, 
Tis ſtrong to tame a lofty thought, | 
Check hopes, and waſh down bitter Care, 


Now if you'll make « joyful Gueſt 
Tll not, as Nobles do, 

Bear all the Charges of the Feaſt, 

But muſt expe a ſhare from you. 


Think Life is ſhort, forget thy fears, 
And eager thoughts of Gain, 

Short Folly mix with graver Cares, 

'Tis decent fometimes to be vain. 


_ 


ODE XIIL 
To LYCE 
He inſults over her now ſhe is grown Old, 


He Gods have heard, Lyce,the Gods have heard, 
The Gods have heard my Prayer, | 

As | have wiſh'd, and you have fear'd, 

, | Yoyerold, yet would be counted fair, 


L 1 


xo HORACE: Bohn | 
You toy, you impudeeniygrineoraſe. 3c. 
Your lazy'dull defive(/! ::-7 © {7 


You ſtrive to highven(to 2 blaze MA ww 
With your cold breath the-dying "YO O44 Al 


'In vain, cigatt in vain;: 'COY' Cupid hk a7 anaiwd 
A better Seat He feeks; -:- x e. Mi 1 

In young ſoft Chloe's Face he tes, - 1 un tft et 
And gently! Wantons in- hey Cheeks: oe 0 


Coy he flies o'er dry Oaks, he ſeortwthy Pace, x 

Becauſe a furrow'd' Brow : oil 
And hollow Eyes thy form difgrace;.' ls fl 
And oer thy head Age' ſcatters Snow.:/ / > 


Nor can thy coſtly: dreſs the Kaſtern Chore-. 
With all the Genis i bears, : 


Thy former lovely "Youth reftore,-/ / + v4 +197 
Nor bring thee back thy foatter' 4 Veare! tr: 21k 


Thofe Years which the-Eterm wheet hath ſpun,- 

4 And drawg beyand thy Prime, 

Thro which ſwift Day hath'nimbly run 

- And ſhutin known. Repopds of Time. 

Where is that Beanty, where that charming Air, 
iT ae, that Amorous P 

Oh wo Art the of her of Her! hu 

wh eve po did Loye inſpire, 


| And Nai ra oa 


lovel þ #4 
wa out TPELE ena Py fe 


* For all thoſe Arts thar raiſe a F lame, 
Pub findly ſeed it & dur Eyes ; 


But haſty Fate cut: charmingOpwers ſhon,” A 


yr 


That Fate that Dov ; 'o 4101) 
on Ir old as Da art 


bo, as grievous fer Years) 


T1 % | 


"Xa our W Youths thalft Sine, and'1 wry to ſee 


The Torch that butqv before ; wp7evtrt 
And kindſed aged Egchenyy:”t ' + 4-7 1 
To aſhes fall ['n, Fo d Ctvk no more. 
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"ODE Xi 
"ro AUG t&sTus:” 


That His Deſerts arerm 17 reater than any 
Rewards Shnmhgra th ND 6 


Ow.can' 'the Senate * How the ow s care, 
Tho all with gifts that fivell 'w "res 
*Ala Monument pxepare we 
To hy ns the. | : 
And thy great Name thro future Ages beard 4 


O oreateſt Prince the circlins' Sun can view ! ! 
Whom ſtout Yidilici unlearn'd in fear, '/*> 
. From glorious Canqueſts lately i kneW.:- 
How great He in. War, 
And felt that all that Fame had told was rus. 


Brave Druſus led thy Ie ing Legions on, 
And fierce Genauns a ſtubborn: Nation broke ; 
The furious Brenn:'s force oer-thrown 


L 4 Now 
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Now gladly y-take:the Yoke, ).. / 
The Glory of their Shavery proudly ows.. 


Caſtles fixt on Mountains vaſtly h,. 
pris as high as his aſpiring thought, big 
With a' repeated Victory 
Thrown down; He clunb'd and fought 
Where Fear or winged: Hope Farce dar'd ta fly. 


Next Elder Nero great in Arms appear'd, 
And Rheti fought ; A ſight for Gods to ſee 
What ſlaughters broke their Souls prepar'd 
For Death with Liberty, 
And led the Conquerer t to high Reward. 


*. 


As raging Winds with an.impetuous Courſe 
Whet ſtormy Stars aſſiſt, do roſs the flood, 
So fierce He breaks thro armed force, 
"Thro Narts. and ſtreams of Blood 


And threatoing flames He ſpurs his foaming, Horſe, 


* As branched Aufdus doth Moles diſdain, 

And thro Apulian Fields doth whirl his Waves, 

'- When raisd by Show or ſwoln with Rain, 
' Againſt his Banks He raves, , 

And threatens Floods-to all the Fruthal Plain, 


Thus Clalidius violent, did in Arms appear, 
No Bands, no barbarous'Troops ___ could ſtay, 
The Front, the Body, and the'Rear 
Secure he ſwept away, .- 
And o's thei ielg He ſcatter d greg War, 


Whilſt 
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Whilſt You your Forces, You your Counſel lent, 
What mortal Courage could his Arms oppoſe 2 
When to his Aid your Gods you ſent, 
He thunder'd on his Foes, 
And threw among them Slavery as He went. 


Since ſuppliant /Zgypt in her empty Throne 
Receiv'd Thee Lord, the Fates that ſtrive to bleſs, 
Thy Title to the Empire own 
By fifteen Years Succeſs ; 
And ſtill increaſe the Glory of thy Crown. 


The fierce Cantabrian not to be oercome 
Before thy Arms, the /»dzaz and the Mede, 
The wandring Scyt#ans lurk at home, 
And Thee they wiſely dread ; 
O preſent guard of /raly and Rome ! 


The Waves that beat the Brizi/þ monſtrous ſhore, 
Cold ter, Nile, and Tanais rapid ſtream, 

Fierce Spaniards now rebel no more, 

| And Gazls that death contemn 
Lay down their Arms, and quietly adore. 
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He praifeth Auguſtus. 
| Hen I would ſing of noble Fights, 
NV 'Y Of Lofty. thi i laity 3g 
Apollo's Harp my Temptks ſtrook, _. - : 


The trembling ſtrings.zn Conſory oak 6 
And anſwer'd to the: tunes, he ſpoke :. 
Thy Ship is-weak;' he faid, forbear, 

And tempt not raging'Seas too: far. 

Thy Age, gieat Ceſar, gracious Lord, 
Hath Plenty to our Fields reftor'd : 

Proud Parthians: captive Arms refign 

To Mighty Jove's and Czfar's Shrine. 
Now noiſy Wars and Tumults ceale, 

'And Janus Temple's barr'd by Peace : 
Wild Luſt is bound in modeſt chains, 

And Licence feels juft order's reins : 

Strict Vertue rules, good-Laws command ; 
Ard baniſh'd Sin forfakes the Eand:: 
You all thoſe generous Arts renew, 
By whichour Infant Empire'grew ; 

By which her Fame ſpread vaſtly wide, 
And carry'd in Majelſtick pride 
From Eaſt to Weſt ſerenely ſhone, © 

As far and glorious as the Sun. 

Whilſt Cz/ar lives and rules in Peace, 
No Civil Wars fhall break our Eaſe, 
No Rage that fatal Swords prepares, 
And hurries wretched Towns to Wars - 


_® 
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Not cruel Getes tho. bath'd in blood, 
Not thoſe by 7azais faithleſs flood, 
o thoſe that drink x a> oy 
Shall glorious Cafar's Laws conta&wn:; 
Wet Fen and you's: gd 
{tjovia will gla 
Our AS TEUNY nd. oor th Boys 
Shall firſt the Gods with humble voice, 
And then with Pipes and ſounding Verſe 
The Heroes noble Aqs rebers s _ 
Anchiſes, Troy our Songs hal [ prace, 
And brave £Eenas Venus Rapp. race. 
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bS&. To vl; , o* 


EPODE I. 


| Y Lord, my beſt, and deareſt Friend, 
The chiefeſt Bulwark of the State ; 

n tall Ziburnian Ships defend 

Great C#ſar's Cauſe, and prop his Fate, 


Before his mon thruſt your own : 

But what ſhall He that breaths in You, 

That ſcorns to live when You are gone, 

What ſhall forſaken Horace da 2 © I. 


Shall I fit down and take my Eaſe ? 
But without You what joys delight 2 
Or ſteel my foftnefs, ſtem the Seas, 
Or bolder grow, and dare to fight 2 


{ - OrfhallT arm my feeble breaſt, 
And wait on You thro Alpine Snow, 
Or fartheſt Regions of the Weſt, 

Where Cz/ar bids the Valiant go ? 


 "FFoDee"\ 
You ak why thus I. boldly preſs, - 
* And what ſhould feeble I do there, 
My fear, My Lord, will be the leſs 5 
For abſence ſtill increaſes ſear. 


Thus Birds on Wing are moſtafraid —_ 
That Snakes will come when they're away, 
Tho preſent they're too weak to aid, 

And fave the eaſy Callow prey. 


I would be ſtout, diſcard my fears, 
The greateſt dangers bravely prove, 
And venture this or other Wars 

In hopes, my Lord, to keep your Love. 


But not to have more Oxen groan _ 
Beneath my Ploughs, nor feed more Swaits g 
Nor yet as Heat or Cold comes on, 

To drive my Sheep to other Plains, 


Not to enlarge my Country Seat, 

Or get vaſt heaps of ſhining Ore ; 

Your bounty, 'Sir, hath made me great, 
And furniſh'd with ſufficient ſtore. 


] do not heaps of Gold deſire, 

To hide, and have no heart to uſe, 
As Chremes did ; nor Wealth require 
On baſer Luſts to be profuſe. 


EPODE 
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g- 7 be pleaſuteb'of a Comerry een Is ie, 


H Appy the Man beyond pretence, 

(Such was the State bf innocence) 

\ That oſs een Ore, from bufittfs Free,” 

From griping Debts and Uſury, 

Contented in an humble Fate --+ 

With his own Oren Plows.hisawn Eſtate ; oY 

No early Trum t breaks ba Br, | 

He doth not dread the aver 

He flies the Bar on. noile om Oh 

And ſhuns the No#1cs haughty a 

But Marriageable Vines he leads - 

To luſty Oaks, and kindly. ogy: 

Or careleſsly in Vallies rays |. 

And ſmiles to ſee his Qxen graze : | 

He prunes his Vines, or grafts his Trees ; 

Or theers his Sheep, or takes'hit Bees ; | | 
From Combs well preſt his Honey flows 
Almoſt as ſweet'a>his repoſe: /+ | 1330 4 
Or when the mellow Autunm'rears | 

His Fruitful Head, he gathers Pears, 

Or Purple Grapes, .and rhefe reward 

With ng gifts iS Holy Guard ; 

Thee, Sylvan, atid;* Priapus & 

A Tribute fills from-every Tite* | 

Or.ſmiles beneath a Myrtle ſhade 

On flowry Banks ſupinely laid, | | 
WKIGP hear his Head there creeps a Spring, 
And the free Birds around him ſing; 


y 
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Or Fonaing with their murmuring Streams | 


Invite to ſhort, and eaſy Dreams: 


Or when cold Jove hath turnd the Veen? 


And Rain and Snow-and Froſt appear, 


He takes his Hotmds, - ſtrong toik he ms 


And drives fierce Bores torfecret Nets. 
Or ſpringes laysinevery Bath; 

To take the Black-burd and the Thruſh : 
Or Fearful Hare, or ſtranger Crane 
All ſweet rewards to icheer his pain. 


Who midſt theſe pleafing joys does bear, 


The numerous alls of Love and Fear 2 
In Towns the Tyrant paſſions Reign, 


And ſpread their.Cares, but fly the Plain, 


But if a Wife more.chaſt than Fair, 
(Such as the ancient Sabznes were; 
Such as the Brown Apulian Dame, 

Of moderate Face, 'and honeſt Fame) - 


With equal Care) - his Carethall meer, 


And keep the Houſe and Children ſweet ; 


Againſt he comes provide a Fire, 

As pure and warm as her deſire: . -. 
And with an Honeſt cheerful ſmile 
Receive him weary from his toll : 
Pen up her ſelf, and Milk the Kine, 
Then draw a Pot of Country Wine, 


And ſtreight with'what her Fields afford 


Doth furniſh out an eaſy board : 

I would not chatige for al the State 
And coſtly trouble of the Great ; 

The Oyſters; Trours, and all the ſtore 
Of Luxury would-take no-more;; 


ry 


Their 
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"Their Palate, toſs from Eaſtern Seas, 
The Pheaſant, Partridge; Quail and Teal 
Would not go down; nor taſt as well 

As Olives pluck'd from laden Boughs; 
Or Sorrel that in Paſture grows ; 

Or Mallows ſweet, extreamly good 

For Bodies bound, poor wholſome Food, 
OrLambkins kill'd a ſheering feaſt : 

Or reſcu'd from a greedy Beaſt : 
Amidfſt theſe dainties, Oh the vaſt delight 
To ſee fed Sheep come home at Night! 
To hear the weary Oxen low 

And almoſttir'd trail back the Plough ! 
To ſee my merry Clowns caroule, 

And ſwarm about my cleanly Houſe / 


This Alpius faid, the fam'd, and known, 


The griping Uſarer of the Town, 
Reſolv'd to leave his Cares and Strife 
And quickly lead a Country Lite ; 
One week He call'd his Money in, 
The next He lent it out agen: 


. % ky. ® 
|. "Ba - WC h _ . I ki 4 bY Y 


— — _ 
"Their Fiſh that catering Storms, ro-pleaſe 
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EPODE 1I.. 
To MECANAS;: 


He ſhows bis diſlike to an Onion that niade bim ſick. 


F any, let's ſuppos'd fo damn'd a Rage, 
Forget their Duty and their Age ; 


- 


And 


EPODES. 6x / 
And eager to enjoy the whole Eſtate, 
With Impioas hands ſhall haſten Fate, 
And their old Fathers coming Death prevent; 
Let Onions be their Pundhment. 
O Reapers Stomachs! Ah! what Poyſon Reigns, 
What ſecret fire runs o'er my Veins ! 
Hath Viper" s blood, or hath Canidia's breath 
Blown oer my Meat, and mingled Death 2? 
When Faſon did Medea's fancy move, 
And ſhe fixt on him for a Love, 
Before the reſt, ſhe gave him'this to tame 
The fiery Bulls, and quench their/Flame, 
By Preſents dipt in this Creuſa'dy'd, 
And Jaſon mourn'd-his promis'd Bride 5 
Such furious heat as rages oer my Veins 
Neer ſcorcht the dry Apulian Plains, . 
Nor did the flaming Poys'nous gift infeſt 
With half ſuch Heat Alcides Breaſt : 
My merry Lord, if cer you taſte of this, 
May every Maid deny a Kiſs; 
And ſtop her Mouth, cry foh ! refuſe delight, 
And neer lie near 'Thee all the Night. 


—— 


EPODE IV. 


To Vulteius Mena, a Freed-Man of Pompey. 


S much as Lambs ' with Wolves agree, 
So much, baſe Sot, dorI with thee' z 
With Spaniſh whips thy Sides are torn, 
Thy Legs witli heavy __ worn : 


Tho 
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Tho Fortune ſmiles and-fivells. thy Mind, : 
It gilds, but cannot change the Kind : | 
Do'ſt ſe when Thou with ruffling Gown 

Do'ſt ſweep the Mall, how :many! trown, 

How each:that views Thee. ſcrews his Face, | 
And juſtly ſcornsthe gawdy: Als ! 5 
He lately;.whipt at. the Carts tail, 

The very Kandal-of the: Jails 

Now vaſtly. Rich, a mighty. Spark 

In Coach and Six flies:oer the Park : 

At Plays heitakes the:Box, in ſpight 
Of 0thesLiw, a doughty Knight !: 

What Honor is't to/free.the Waves :- - 

From Pyratds rage, anditame:the Slaves 2 

What honar:can attend the War | 

Where Z:a'Captain claims a ſhare ? 


———_— 


EPODE V. 


Againſt the Witch Canidia, where he diſcovers the 
Criuelty and Baſeneſs of ſuch Creatures. 


Br Oh whatever God doſt fill the Sky, 
And rule the Earth and Men below, 

What means that rout 2 and why 
_ Each Fry bends on me an angry brow 2 


By all thy; brood; if &'er; Zucina;came. | 
'Fo real Births,and cas'dithy. throws ; 

By Honor's. uſeleſs name: - : 
By Jove that ſecs, and will revenge wy Woes ; 


Why 
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Why doth that Step-dame's frown affright 4 
That rage thy gaſtly form diſgrace > 
A hunted Zyger's ſpight, 
And grinning fury ſit upon' thy Face - 


' Thus fadly ſpake the naked lovely Child, 
Which een a 7hraciar's Soul might move, 
Make raging fury mild 
And in a flinty Boſom kindle love. 


Canidia, Serpents wreath'd her ſhaggy brow, 
Appear'd, and theſe Commands the gave ; 
A'Funeral Cypreſs Bough, 
Anda wild Fip+tree rooted from a Grave; 


A Scritchi'Owls Feather, Eggs beſmear'd with blood 
Of eroaking Frogs, a Typger's paws, 
| A ſwelling angry Toad, 
And” Bones ſhatcht from an hungry Bitches jaws : 


Each powerful Herb that in /beria ſprings 
To raife'{trong Love, or Anger tame, 
And all that Colchos brings, 
Go mix, and' burn them in a'Magick Flame. 


Whilſt ready Sagana from beechen Cup 
Pour'd Stygran Watet o'er the Floors, 
Her full an end ſtood up 
Like Hedg-hogs briſtles,.or a running Bores: 


But hardned Yeja deaf to all remorſe 

A little Grave had quickly made ; 
| She raisd her feeble force, 
And joyid to ſweat, and'groan upon the Spade: _ 
| | M 2 ng Where 


— 


A At. 69h. Eeacher creeping in the dark :; 


164 ' HORACE" þ 


Where fixt Chindee p the poor unhappy oucſt - 
By lookin "g on- his meat muſt die, 
Whilſt they. renew the Feaſt; - 
And He ſtands faroiſht, feeding at his Eye: 8. 


That His dry Marrow, 'and his raging Heart oh 
Feben, his weak Senſes fail may prove 
Fit for their Magick Art, - 7 - 
And make Ingredicnts for'a Cup of Love. 


All thought that luſtiul F/orza too was one 
Thar, came to view the horrid fight, 

| She that can charm the Moon. 

And force the Stars from-their fixt Seats. of light. 


' Here-fierce. Canidia whilſt her unpar'd Nail 
She gnaw'd with an-envenom'd Tooth, 
h what did ſhe conceal! 


' What horrid words broke from her i impious mouth ! 


Thou Night, thou Moon and all Ye meaner. lights 
That charm cull Mortals into ſleep, 
And when our ſacred Rites 
Are done,'an undiſturbed filence keep ; 


Afiſt me gow with. all your ſtrength and: rage, 
That I might pay the debts I owe, 
Your greateſt force engage 
To wreak my ſpight on my unhappy Foe. 


Whilſt cruel Beaſts aſleep. in Woods are fate, 
Let the Saburrau Maſtifls bark, 
("Twill make the Neighbours laugh) 


When 


 "BPODES. 165 
| When fierce deſire hath raging fury bred 
Then let him walk as Luſts perſwade 


With Ointment round his Head 
As ſtrong as &er my skilful hands have made. 


Ah! whats the matter! where's the Power of Charms 
Which fierce Hedea once did prove, 
When with theſe conquering Arms 


She furiouſly revengt her injur'd Love ! 


When with a Garment lin'd with ſecret flame 
(What will not jealous rage inſpire 2) 
She burnt the lovely Dame, 
And wrapt falſe Jaſon's youthful Bride in fire. 


Ah! fure no powerful Herb hath ſcap'd my ſight, 
in ſhady Groves or purling Streams ; 
And yet he ſleeps all night, 
- No wanton Miſs diſturbs him een in Dreams. 


' Ah ! Ah, ſome Witch more skilful ſets Thee free, 
Unhappy Parus, doom'd to ill, 
Thou ſhalt return to Me ; 
T'll force Thee back by an unuſual skill. 


With unreſiſted Art Tl bind thy Soul, 
No Charms ſhall then thy mind reſtore ; 
Fil mix a ſtronger Bowl, 
And urge Thee ſtill as Thou doſt ſcorn the more. 
(move, 
Firſt Heaven ſhall downward, Earth ſhall upward 
And to the Center Stars retire, 
Ere thou ſhalt ceaſe to Love, 
Or burp like Brimſtone 1 in a ſmoaky Fire : | 
M 3 Tis 
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The inp Boy iarag'd, no longer ſtrove 
ſoften them Yy " mouroful Prayer 

| "nl gentle pity move, 
But ſpoke theſe dying words in deep deſpair : P 


Poor Charms, too weak to alter Humane F ate, 
And hinder Plagues from rage Divine ; - 

No Blood ſhall expiate 
So ſolemn, and fo great a Curſe as mine. 


When I am dead then T1 a Ghoſt by Night 
With crooked Nails your jaws invade, ( 

At every turn aftright ; 
For that's the force and fury of a Shade. 


[Then will T fit upon your fearful Breaſt, | 
| And there my dreadful watches keep ; 
Diſturb approaching reft, 
. And drive away the lazy hand of Sleep. 


Thro every Street the Crowd in eager haſt 

Shall brain the ugly Hags with Stones, 

' And when Death comes at laſt, (Bones. 
The Crows ſhall ſcatter, Wolves ſhall break your 


And this my Parents (ah they muſt ſurvive, 
And ſeek in vain, and mourn for Me ) 
Tho many years they grieve, 
Grown gray in Tears, ſhall live and ſmile to fee. 
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EPODE-VI. 


Againſt Caſſius Severus a very ſcurrilous- and abus 
frove Rhymer. 


Aſeoward Curr when harmleſs ſtrangers come, 
You ſnarl and bark about the Room; 
But when a fierce and ſhagged Wolf appears, 
How ſoon you whine, and hang your Ears! 
Come, make at me, if you reſolve to fight, 
For I have Teeth, and dare to bite : 
The generous Maſtiff I of Noble ſenſe 
. The careful Shepherd's kind defence ; 
With Ears an-end thro Snow and Froſt purfue 
Whatever Beaſt I have in view : (ſhook 
When Thou the Woods with frightful ſounds has 
Thou leap'ſt for every little Brock. 
Take heed. take heed, to Rogues a deadly Fog 
Im ſtill prepar'd to ſtrike the blow ; 
As ſharp as fierce Archilochus his Song, 
Like Zipponax revenge a wrong ; 
It any malice wounds my Fame, ſhall I, 
Like a poor Child, ſit ' down and cry ? 
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'EPODE VI. 


To His Citizens that are ready to enzage in another 
Civil War. 


T 7 Here, Madmen,where?where,lo averſe to Peace, 
Your ruſty Swords that flept in eaſe 
Why drawn 2 What hath not every Country flow'd 
And every Sea with Roman Blood 2? 
Not to Purſue your angry Fathers hate, 

And urge proud Carthage rival Fate ; 1 
Nor make the untoucht Britains Slaves to Rome 
And/lead them chain'd in triumph home ; 

But what the Parthians-often pray to view 
Theſe Arms are now prepard to do : 

Againſt your ſelf, ah me! you raiſe them all, 
And Rome by her own hand muſt fall : 

E'en Wolyes are to more gentle thoughts inclind 
And prey but on another kind ; 

What is 1t Madnefs, is it ſtupid Rage 
That doth the Brutal Arms engage e 

Or is it $in 2 ſpeak,not one word will come ; 

"Tis Cruel Fate that urges Rome : 

vince Remus tell about thy riſing Walls | 
His loud-tongued blood for Vengeance calls ; 

 Thelſſue then began, and ſtill hath flow'd, 
' For Blood muſt be atond with Blood. | 


EFODE 


EPODES. 
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EPODE IX. 


70 MEC ANAS. 


He wiſhes for the good News of Czfar's Yittory over 
Mark Antony, that they might be merry as for - 


merly, when Sextus Pompeius was overthrown. 


VV 


That 1, my Lord, with you may Dine, 


Hen will the happy morning come, 
And bring the Welcome News to Rome, 


And in your ſtately Houſe 


Full Bowls carouſe, 


Preſerv'd for this expefted Joy, of racy Wane ? 


Where Pipes ſhall join the ſpeaking ſtring, 


And tuneful Voices gladly ſing, 


As you, my Lord, and I have dore ; 
When Pompey turnd his Head 


And baſely fled 


Confeſling Cz/ar's Fortune greater than his own. 


His flaming Ships blaz'd o'er the Wave ; 
Whilſt flying by the light they gave, 

He left thoſe Chains which Faithleſs He 
| Had loos'd from ſervile Hands, 


And threatned Bands 


To happy R:me, by Czfar's Will, and Nature free. 


A Roman (who will credit give 


What fyture Age this truth receive 2/ 


| Turn'd 
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'Turn'd Woman's Slave with ſervile Hands 
; A Common Souldier bears 

The drudgery of Wars (mands : 
And can endure her wither'd Eunuchs baſe Com- 


Amidſt the Arms, diſhoneſt fight ! 
The Sun' that view'd withdrew the Light, 
- AS once at curſt Zhye/tes Feaſt ; 
As 'twere aſham'd to ſee 
The Canopy | 
And the great Roman lolling- on a Woman's Breaſt; 


Jo Triumphe, break delay, 
Why doth the golden Chariot ſtay 2 
And not the promis'd Oxen fall ? 
Jo Triumpbe bring 
. The greateſt King, 
The Common good, the comfort,and the joy of All. 


Jugurtha's Wars, and Noble Toils 
Neer ſhow d his Equal grac'd with Spoils ; 
Nor Conquer'd Africk ſent to Rome, 
Although his laſting Name 
Is great in Fame, 
And ruin'd Carthage lies to make his noble Tomb + 


Where will the conquer'd Roman fly 
From Cz/ar's Hand, and Czſar's Eye ? 
', What will the Conquer'd Roman do 2 
What Winds, what fervile Gales 
Will ſwell his Satls, 
Tat on his Miſter C#/ar's may ſo freely blow ? 


More 


EPODES. 
More Bowls and larger Bowls, my Boy, 
As large as my extenſive joy, - 

,Let Mirth advance my good deſign ; 
"Tis. ſweet to eaſe my Cares 


For Ce/ar's Wars, 
And drown all Melancholy thoughts in noble Wine, 


jp WTI 
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EPODE X. 
He wiſhes Mzvius the Poet may be Shipwracke. 


Hat curſed Ship that ſtinking Mzv:zs bore 
With an ill Omen left the Shore ; 
South-wind, beſure, you raiſe the ſwelling Tides 
And ſtoutly beat her feeble ſides, 
You Eaſt-wind turn the Sea and break the Oars, 
And whirl her Sails to diſtant ſhores, 
The North-wind rage as when he tears the Woods 
On lofty Hills, and toſs the Floods : 
No Friendly Star ſhine thro the Cloudy Night 
But ſad 0rzon's watry light : 
Hah / let him now no ſmoother Waves enjoy 
Than thoſe that toſt the Greeks from 7roy, 
When Pallas hatred from the flaming Town 
On wicked 4jax Ship was thrown. 
Hah ! Hah ! what ſweat ſhall from thy Seamen flow, 
And what Death-pale ſpread oer thy Brow ! 
What Woman's Cries and what unmanly Tears 
What vows to Fove's relentleſs Ears / 
' 


; When 
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When South-winds ratling o'er th* /ozaz Tide 
Shall beat thy Ship, and break her ſide, 
Then ifI ſee thee ſpread a dainty diſh 
: To hungry Fowl and greedy Fiſh, 
A. Goat and Lamb ſhall then my Vows perform, 
And' both ſhall die to thank the 'Storm. | 


— _ 
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EPODE XL. 
To PETTIUS. 


Love hinders him from Writin? any more, 


' A H/ I have loſt my old delight, 

No Muſe can now my fancy move, 
My Rhymes diſpleaſe, I hate to write, 
Now I am very, deep in Love. 


Love that doth ſtill my Heart furprize, 
And ſingle me for conſtant game, 

From Boys and Maidens charming Eyes 
| He through my Marrow ſcatters Flame. 


Three Stormy Winters now have ſhook 
The leavy Honor from the Tree, 
Since F diſdain'd [nachia's Yoke, 
And dar'd to ſet my paſſion free. 


Qh what a Town-talk then was TI, 
How Fops did wanton, with my Fame, 
And (when I think on't how I die) 
A'I ridicul'd my Fooliſh Flame ! 


EPODES. 


Oh how it grates to mind the Feaſts 
Where thoughtful filence ſeem'd to prove, 
And a deep figh would tell the Gueſts 
That Poet Horace was in Love ! 


When Wine unlockt my eaſy Soul 
How often I with Sighs have told 
The Poor Man's Wit could not controul 
The giving Rivals mighty Gold ! 


Yet, Faith, if vext my rage-will riſe, 
And when theſe hated Chains are broke, 
VII leave theſe dull complaints, be wile, 
And ſcorn to take another Yoke. 


Yet after this was ſtoutly faid, 
And con/tant I reſolve to hate ; 

My heedlefs Feet my mind betray'd, 
And brought me to the uſual Gate, 


That cruel Gate, and us'd to ſcorn, 

Where I have lain, and lain deni'd ; 

Where I whole tedious nights have born 

And crazd my Health, and bruis'd my Side. 


Lyceſtris now of greater Charms . 


Than all that grace proud Woman kind, 
Doth gently force me to his Arms ; 
With pleaſing Bands he draws my Mind. 


And now let my free Friends adviſe; 
Or let them blame ; *tis all in vain, 
Too feeble they to break the ties — 
When Love and Beauty make the Chain, 


_— 
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Of freedom I muſt fill deipair, very + 1511 NOT 
Unleſs ſome Maid or lovely Boy 

With killing looks, and Charming hair, G 

Shall draw x me to another joy.” | O 

T 

—_— 

EPODE XIII. ; 

He adviſeth his Friends to paſs their time merrily. | * 

1 9176s | 
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And Fove deſcends in Rain ; 
ith frightful noiſe rough Storms:do fly 
Thro Seas and Woods; and humble Plain. 


My noble Friends the/Day perfwades, | { 
Come, come, let's uſe the Day ; 

Whilſt we are ſtrong, ere Age invades, 

Let Mirth our coming years delay. 


3 


1” Clouds have thickned all the Sky, 
i 


_ 


Put briskly round the noble Wine, 

And leave the. reſt to Fate, 
Fove, chance, will make the Evening ſhine, , 
And bring it to a clearer State. 


Now, now .your fragrant Odours ſpread, 
Your merry: Harps: prepare; 
"Tis time to cleanſe my. aking Head, 
And purge «7 drooping — from Care. 


I Thus 


EPODES. 
Thus Cbiron ſang in lofty ſtrain 
And taught Aches Youth ; 


Great 7 hetis Son, the pride of Man, 
Obſerve, I tell Thee fatal truth. | 


Thee, Thee for 7roy the Gods deſign 
Where Simozs ſtreams do play, 
Scamander's thro the Vallies twine 
And ſoftly eat their eaſy way : 


And there thy thread of Life muſt end 
* Drawn oer the 7; rojan Plain s 

In vain her Waves. ſhall Therzs ſend 

To bear Thee back to Greece again : 


Therefore, Great Son, my Precepts hear ; 
Let Mirth, and Wine, and Sport, 

And merry Talk divert thy Care, 

And make Eife pleaſant, fince 'tis ſhort. 


— _—_—_— 


EPODE XIV. 
'7o MEC ANAS. 


Love hinders him from making the Iambicks which 
He had ſo often promis'd. 


Ou ask, My Lord, why lazy floth hath ſpread 
A dark oblivion o'er my Head ; 
As I had drank forgetful Zethe's Stream 


And this is your contiqual Theme 3 
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| Thisthe Complaint L am condemn d to hear, } - 


Like Death it pierces thro my Ear : \ 
A God forbids me;(ah:! a cruel God | 
Regardleſs, Sir,” of what 1 vow'd) Ci! | 
| (To other things my eaſy Mind he drew ) | 
To finiſh what I promis'd you : | 7 
Thus ſoft Avachreon for Bathyl/us burn'd, 
And oft his Love he ſadly mourn d: 1 
He to his Harp did various grief rehearſe, 
And wept in. an unpolſht Verſe - 
Een, Sir, you Love, but it no brighter Flame * 
Burnt 7roy, . careſs thy lovely Dame : _. 
By Phyrne, ah | thy Horace is undone, 
Falſe, fair, and not content with one. b- -; 
EPODE XV. | 
To NE ARA. 


Fe complains of breach of Promiſe. 


'Was Mid-night, and the riſing Moon 
Amongſt the leſſer Stars ſerenely ſhone, 
When you the falſe, the Perjur'd you 
Devoutly Swore. you would be always true : 
Scarce half fo cloſe doth Ivy twine 
Round Oaks, as you did then your Arms in mine : 
; . As long as'Wolves-purſue the Sheep, 
| As long as Winter Storms thall toſs the deep : 
As long as wanton Gales ſhall move 
Apolio's Locks, 1o long thall be my Love. 


Perjur'd 


EPODES. 
Perjur'd Neers, falfe as Hell, 
Yet fair as Heaven, and ah-{ belov'd too well, 
How.thaltthou mourn at my*difdain'! 
For ſure if Horace be but\half a Man, 
He'lſcore to' bear repeated flights, 
Nor tamely ſee-his Rival's happy Nights ; 
But with am equal Flame purſue 
A Face avifain;: though not for falſe as you : | 
- And know, when I begin to hate, | 
T1l neerbe kind;-{amas fixt as Fate : 
And Thou, the Bleft; :whoe're thou art” 
The fanſy'd happy Maſter of her Heart; ++") 
That doſt 4 Cy 5s ueſts proudly boaſt;!- 
And Triumphif inthe ſpailethar' | oo loſt, 
Tho Thow 4rt-rich as:Mifers Dreams, 
And tho Padialn;/brought 1 Fhee'/all his Streams, | 
[Tho Famid Pythagords Arts be thine, | 
Thy Face mone.fair than Narews, half Divine ; | 
Yet thou! ſhale mourn-to fend that ſhe | | 
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- Doth prove asfalle as 'once to Me, - » 
And then *Fwill _—_y ture'to- _y at Thee. 
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Tithe People of Rove, | 


He adviſeth them t4-leave » the Zo own, which Fe 
thinks _ to Cgvil Wars. AWE; | 


| Ow Civil po ater Age,” 


And me her own rage; | 
pare: an pole. "OY 


What neighbouriry 
_ Why threatning A T huſcan Band, 


Fierce 
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HOR HTE'L 
| Fierce Spar tacuty' 4nd Capua ord —_P & 
The tojteotall the. German State y' PX 
What:in-unſetled times the ful baud, 
The Mother-hated" Hannibal, i whnnit 119101 127 
Could not deſtroy, We,'We;:an inpious Brood 
Devoted ſtill,” and doom'd to Blood, (1 
Shall ruin now by force of Civil Wars, ny ] 
And leave our Towns'to Wolves and Bears : - 
Ah me ! the barbarous Horſe !with ſounding} Feet 
Shall tread our Graves, and beat-ont Street, 
And madly, ſcatter;:Oh too-proud !.:unjuſt ! - 
Rome's glorious: Founder's quiet;daſt þ | 
Perhapsthe moſt;-or better part would know | 
Whattway to ſhucithe Eling blow: 
1 like that way:the Phoveans once! haveegone ; 
They all forſook their curſed Towns. 
And did their Lands; their Fields ard Shrines reſtore 
WP. um angry Boagei 0 
o, let's goi and' ſeek a place'to live: | 
here Chance direcs;: or Wind ſhall drive : 
Agretd-2:0r do's fomie better Counſe appear ? 
_ Come let'simbark, the Omen's fair : 
But firſt let's ſwear we then returg again 
When Rocks {half floit upon the Main, 
When lowly Po ſhall poar his Chryſtal Urn 
' Ofer Alpine Tops, then We'll return ; | 
Vihen 4ppernint runs out; and cuts the Floods, + 
When nimble Dolphins gra ze im'Woods, (join, 


When wondrous Luſk fines k il ſhall ed 
Fier 4 al eapithe willing 1 | 
The llcourt 1 the Lyon's Love 


n aruel Haw] allant uhe, Joye.: ok : 
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When Goatsgrown ſmootly/ ſhall leave: the flowry 
And dive and'wantorifin'the Main + (Plain, 
To this, and ſuch as cut off ſweet return '/ 
When we have all devoutly ſworn, : 
Let's go Cursd Town, butler the ſoft and baſe, 
Still ſtick-to their unhappy place 2/7071: 5» / 
You Men of worth unmanly grief give or 
And nimbly paſs the Thuſcae: Shore, 
The Ocean waits, and in ſmooth calmnecſ; ſmiles, 
Let's go and ſeek the happy liles, 
Where Fields untill'd a Yearly Harveſt bear 
And Vines undreſsd bloom all the Year :+ 
Where Olives ne'er the Farmers hopes do mock, 
And ripe figs grace their proper Stock : _ 
There Honey flows from Oaks, from lofty Hills, 
With murmuring pace the Fountain: trilfs : 
There Goats uncall'd retutn from fruitful -Vales 
And bring ſtretcht Duggs to fillthe' Pails: 
No Bear grins round the Fold, No Lambs He ſhakes; 
No Field ſwells there with poys' nous Snakes : 
More we ſhall wonder on the bappy Plain ; ! © 
The Watry Zaft deſcends in Rain,” + 
Yet fo as torefreſh, not- drown the Fields, 
The temperate G/ebe full Harveſt- yields; 
No heat annoys ; the Ruler of rhe Gods '' 
From Plagues ſecures theſe bleſt Abodes ; 
Here Jaſon never fixt ſwift Argos Oars;" 
Nor baſe Medea toucht theſe Shores ; 
Neer Cadmus came when fore'd by angry Fates, 
Nor ſtout ©lyſſes weary Mates: © © | 
No rot here Reigns, no'Star here taints the Meads, 
And poys'nous Heat upkindly ſheds; - 
> WS. 
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FT 
For Pious men'He kept this place - 
Now /ron hardens the-old Brazes . 


And Fraud grows up, 68d Wars, and Rage, 
And every.1ll : I preſs a/quick retreat, 
And how the he goody! Ne Mapa Jang. 
E p o D E xv1r. 
To © AN [ D I A. 
He nfl Her Magick Power, aud begs pardon for 
| abuſing, Her. | 


N Ow, _ thy-Power I conquer 'd own, 
And humbly beg by, P/uto's Throne, 
By Powers below, by Proferpine, | 
By fierce Diana's angry thrine, 

By allithoſ&Charms that can remove 
And:call down Stars from Seats above, 
Recal thylroke, thy Charms torbear, 
Spare me atlaſt, Canidia, ſpare : 

Achilles Te{gphinobly ſpard, 

Tho with, his My/zar Bands He:Warr'd 

Tho boldly He oppos'd His Fate, . 

And bupy:t-the finkiog, Trojan State-; 
Stout #e4or;dagm'd-to Beaſts a Prey 

'The 71 r0jan Matrons boreaway. 

When Priam-midit the Grecian Fleet 

Had fall'n at proud 4chiles Feet : - 


_ By Cirte's leave Viyfes Men 


Reco their formex; fines again ; 


 » Their 


EPODB S. fr 
Their Limbs, their Minds, and Voicereſtor'd;  - 


;They ſpoke, notgrunted to. their Lord : 
Enough, enough hath vex'd my Soul, 

O Tar's and Tinker's lovely Trull; 

My Youth, my roſy Cheeks are gone, 
And left pale Skin ſtretcht o'er the Bone: 
My Head grows white, it feels thy Bane, 
No Eaſe doth lay me down from pain, 
Days urge the Nights, and Nights the Days, 
Yet my fvoln Heart can find no Eaſe : 
Now Im convinc'd, 'tis now confeſt 

Thy force hath reacht my troubled Breaſt : 
Now I'm convinc'd by wondrous Harms 
My Head is ſplit with Magick Charms : 
My ſlow Believe I ſadly Mourn ; 

What more 2 O Earth, O Floods, I burn ! 
Not half the Heat 4/c;des bore 

When fir'd by Neſſus Poys nous Gore - 

Not half the Heat in na Reigns, 

That ſcorches oer my boiling Veins : 

Yet Rilt-you heat till 'm cakcin'd 

To Duſt, and ſcatter'd by the Wind : 
What end of Pain 2 What hope for caſe 2? 
Speak, Speak, Tl ſuffer what you pleaſe, 
I'm eager to avoid my Fate 

And fatisfie at any rate ; 

A Hundred Bulls ſhall pay their blood, 

Or Lying Verſe proclaim Thee good; 
Chaſt, Modeſt, . Juſt, thou ſhalt appear, 
And walk midſt Stars a glorious Star : 
Great Ca(tor vex'd at Helen's wrong 
With blindneſs pay'd the railing Song; 
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Yer ot PIs vrevall 'd; He heard his Coe, 
And ſoon reſtor'd the Sy ot EVR -2C9 
And now forget oe ence, | 
Reſtore (thou canſt) my periſh'd ſence: 

O nobly Born' and nobly Bred, 

Thon ne'er hadfſt skill to raiſe the Dead, 

Unbind the Poor Mans.quiet Urn 

Or make his ſhivering Soul return. ; 

Nor ſcatter Aſhes o'er a" Tomb ; 

As chaſt as fruitful is thy Womb; | 

And &er thy Child-bed Cloaths are c'can, 
Strange Breeder, "Thou art well again. 


CANITDI A's Anſwer. 


'M deaf, I'm deaf, thou beg ſt in vain ; 
Rocks beaten by the raging Main, 
Not half ſo deaf, will fooner hear 
The vaked ſinking Mariner : 
 Could'it” Thou Coryt?o's Rites reprove, 
Diſcloſe my Myſteries of Love ? 
Could Cenfuring you my Tricks proclaim, 
And fill the Country with my Fame 2 
At all.my Arts prophanely laugh, _ 
Yet dare to fanſy to be fate 2 © 
- © In vain thou ſhalt, in vainenrich 
With precious Gifts the famous Witch ; 
In vain ſtrong Drogs and Charms require; ; 
* - Fate ſhall be (low to thy deſire : 
Wretch, hated Tife all ſtill remain 
That thou —_— bear new racks of Pain : 
Falſe Zantalus doth beg for reſt. | 
: 2 4h by rhe her Feaſt. 


Cordema'd 


-  Condemn'd the griping Yultur's Prey 


| . (Curs'd prying Thou /) eclipſe the Moon, 
Draw down the Stars from Seats above 
And mix a furious Cup of Love, 


Prometheus begs a dying Day : 

Poor Siſyphus would fix his Stone, 

But Fove forbids it to be done. 

Now thou from Towers ſhalt madly fall, 
Now run thy Head againſt a Wall ; 

And tir'd at laſt with ſqqueamiſh pain 
Shalt,tie the nooſe, but tie in vain : 
Then on thy neck Ill bravely ride, | 
And make thee bend beneath my Pride : 
Shall I that can when cer I pleaſe 

Waſt men by waxen Images 2 

Shall I that can, as thou haſt known, 


Shall powerful I now grieve to ſee 
My force too weak to baffle Thee 2 


The End of the Epodes. 
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"The Heads of the firſt Says 


(1.) AgainiF. the general. Difeontent of Mankind jus 
being content with his own.Condition, ſtill thinking. 


_ his Neighbour. happier and yet would: refuſe to 
change with: him. (2) Againſt Canpenſ neſs 1 : 
4H That . the C Vverous FI the ma Han 
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ontent : g 
Why do All lo the $1a7e that.Chance hath ſent, | 
Or their own Choiee | procur' ; Dal, for Are iT 
Their Neighbours jap dpraiſe wha Wo 
The bers Sou SR wy grown oy 2 - 4 
With bleeding yes looks BN his oa Sens” 


© Js Heric ONT Eh this gener At: ; 


Carfe that Fl 7 the trade of War begay Gt, | 
Ah me Phe Merchant'is a hab)y Mans of 03x _— 
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The Merchant,whenthe Wavesand Windsate high. 
2 ie py Men at Arms; for why,(Vidto p35 
You fight, an frraight comes Death, or joyful 
The Lzwyer wak'd;and'riſing with the Sun 
Crys, happy Farmers thiar can ſleep till Noon. 

The weary Cent thinks the Lawyer bleſt; 

And eraves a City Life, for that's tlie beſt. 

So many Inſtances in every flate, 2 


That monrn their own, but praiſe their Neighbours 
"Twould tire even Bawling -Fabizs to relate. (fate, 
But to be ſhort, ſee Ill adjuſt the Thing : 
Suppoſe ſome God ſhould fay, I'll pleaſe you now, 
You Lawyer leave the Bar, and take the Plough ; 
You Souldier too ſhall be a Merchant made, 
Go, Go, and follow each his proper trade - 
How 2 what refuſe 2 and diſcontented ftill - 
And yet They may be happy if They will. 
Now would not this vex Fove, and make him rage 2 
Hath he not teaſon now to' ſcourge the Age > 
And puffand ſwear He'd never hear again'? 
No, They ſhould vow, and pray, but pray in vain : 
Yet-not to /augh, and let my Myſe be. looſe, :- 7, 
As *twere my whole defign'to be 7ocoſe, 
Altho I. may, be grave when not moroſe: _ 
And mirth commends, and makes our Precepts take, 
Thus Teachers bribe their Boys with Figs and Cake 
To mind their books ; theſe Things deſerve to have 
A ſerious handling : Come now let's be grave : 

2. The Souldzer fights,the buſy Ti ade ſean cheats, 
And finds a thouſand tricks and choice deceits ; 


o. The 


S gook't.____ SATTRE. _ 
'B The heavy Playgh contents the abouring Zind,. 
- The” Merchant ries with every Te Sa ; 
And all this Toif to get Vaſt heaps of Gold, .. . -/ 
That ' they might live at Zaſe when they are old : 
When they have gotten ſtore for numerous years, 
They may be free from Want, and from its fears : 
As the Small _4nt (for ſhe inſtrudts the Man, 
And preaches Labor) gathers all ſhe can, 
* And brings it to increaſe her heap at home, 
* Againſt the Winter, which ſhe knows will come + 


Wo 


And when that comes ſhe creeps abroad no more, 
But lies at home, and feaſts upon her ſtore. 

. Bur neither Zeat, nor Cold, nor Wars reſtrain 

Nor Dangers fright Thee from purſuit of gain ; 
Only that thou may ſt be the riche/# Man : , 
Beſide, what pleaſure can at laſt be found, 

In gathering Gold to hide it under ground 22... .. 
Sir, ſhould I take one farthing from my heap, .. 

Thro that ſmall paſſage it would all eſcape ; 

For Wealth hach Wings impatient of reſtraint ; 
Why, whar is treafure for but to be ſpent >. 

In thy vaſt Barzs great /ores of Corn do lie, 

Yet thou canſt eat perhaps ng more than I : 

The Slaves that bear the weighty Flaiks of bread, 
With ſmal and barly Loav:s are hardly fed, | 
They ſweat *tis true, and with the burthen groan, 
But eat no more thari He' that carries none : 
Beſides, what difference prethee is't to Me 

That feed no more than . Nateres' Luxury, 
To plough” three thouſand Acres or but Thpre \y 
Oh but "tis ſweet to take from Barns well ſtor'd ; 
What, if You take no more than mine afford 2 
. A az Mine 
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Why nor fron this /* Fs) 


Eos c | 
As well as m that yon er row! ling 


Since this will give eng. x Tea. a; 

nce give enough, and quite as gao 

For Herice whilſt FE . theit. uſeleſs prey. ..._. 

The rapid ſtream whirls them and Banks away : 

He that ſeeks but enough, is free from fear, 

His life js ſafe, and all hi his water clear ;©._. 

But moft are Toſt in a C onfaunded Che at, . (greg 

They would have more, for when Ma Wealth is 

They think their Wirth as much agtheir. Eſtate :. 

Well tht, what muſt we Ao toſuchn one? F 

Why, fet- him,” tis his Will to be undone-: 

Since He, as the Athenian Chuff, will cry 

The Pes le hiſs me, "True, but what care 47 2 

Let the poor fools hiſs che where cer.I come, 

I bleſs my: 'y tf to ſee wy bags at home : 

Poor wretched 7artalus, as Stories tell, 

(And thit's the worlt, the Curſedſt Plague i in Hell) 

Stands up chin deep, inan o'er flowing Bowl, 

But cafiftdt drink one drop to fave his Soul : (free> 

hrs A "Thou laugh ? and think that Thou art 
ugg the Nene, the Stories. told of Thee : 

+ watcheſt gers gig, heaps, yet 'midſt thy ſtore 

ThouYealmoſt ſtarv'd for Want,and ſtill art . poox - 

You feat tp.touch as if Yop robb'd a Saint, 

Andiuſe nd more than if/twere Gold in. paint ; 

You- only! now how Wealth may, be abus & 

Not what, Is good for how 1 it.can be 1 us a; 
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'Twill buyi Thee Bread, 'twiltbuy Thee Herbs;' and 
What ever: Natare's Luxury can , wane#!!!!i {grant 
But now tb watchidll-day; :4ddiwake alt 6 £ 


Fear Thieves and Fire,/and bein tohſtime fright; *S! 
If-Theſe are. (Goods, if theſe area-delight O} $897 57Y. 
I am conterts, Hedvens gram mefleep and eaſe;e * + 
If Theſe are:Goods, I would: bepoor of Theſes! if? 
Ay, but ſuppofact fBonld be frekes what then w! 2:1 3 
Why thenthe-rtabeft dre:theappieft ment 2itl 7: +4 
Then-are the gre atfvantageF of Wealth; >vilt NoW ) 
Twill wake: tht :Dbft ok/r int: awd &) ng ave; hed{1h 1 \ 5 
Twillgets Priend that may.oondble. ph, 2 979110 
An tel res ey 2 ft yd 7 
Twill get a; Narſev a Purgey and ſhve\mgoLifegi's 117 
And keep me well: for Sek ” rr ob 1 
Prethee: font fool Wt this: be&crvexthy Heady!? 07 
For ſhe and'albthat knowTineiwith Fheerdeady 7" 
And' reaſon good; /finte: you3bur feds bonA 
To all yourriends,,yolr Ehibicen; androHeBl: . 
How | theg'canit-Fhou' expect ithat 1 Fheyrflonld: 
prove vi2d3.d5: v b51nh2mnod mid gil gnon 91h 
So kind to:Thee,when Thouddſervfiing Love 21/77 
Why, to be :Cevttoss: yet: kegpdthy Friendsgo ni! V7 
That Chamce oh that indulgent! Nature ferds yr: 21l 7 
It is a fool abpt, abſurd ablivate © (po 5d dC! 
As his, 'to teagh an; 4/5'to take the rein $omle 1 T 
And freely; mnt 4'race wpoiaher Plain: 3c: 21) 0th 
Well, tixris 4omnd:atiaft td thy: Eſtate porn 1205! : + 
And then leave eff whenfThon:haft-gattemihac z- 


And let ngt,'ss Thou doſt eereale thy fibte}\vl1 &r:/ 


Thy fearyrifstoo-that Thou thaly onee-hepoor: | 
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But.” tis inſt: nd Ys kadwiy a Cour) 
A Doe as/iffHe had a 'Minez '- 
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He did pot-tel/, but avcuſare: heaps of Coin: 11391 
A yer ſo cleft;-he:wentas meanipalad”s - + :: 
As any: tliread-bate- Servant that he had ; a | 

_ His' \Rill clonryd;)abd:He ilaiaysery'd, ' 


That he fhcu'd-farverfor want before be dy'd : 
Him his Wore ſnaptyand with a:lJuſty blow \ |) 
(Well ſtruck. VfaithÞſbocleftthe flave in'Two : | 
Whet thew. mm? 1 Spud als. No'that'sas: bad :: 


There's ſomethio cm 97th, Ire ſtark Sad 
_ Why bhp "You'madly'run, 4) 
For when. chide Thee: fora greedy: Clown, ' 'e. 


Ido n . Thee ſpend; and be-undone':; ++ 
No, \ 1dr bounds when' Narwe did begin, 
Then-fxr; atid: albipGbbd:thar lies within, 
And alwithout:on either:fide-i is'Sig,002 1 

3. :Butroreturnto'thi® where f- began,” | 
'Ate-niine:1d'pleasd $5:the:richi greddy: Man > 
Are none like him conterited 6h their ſtate;: 
But rather praiſ© and brave anorher.vFate 2 
When than Cobs more milk than his 
Is he-nat vext 2.-doth he nvt piretat this >” | 
Doth he cqmnpare himſelf and doth'the fee M 
That almoſt a[lare/parrer far thay Hep © © 
Doth he na ſtrive! tormaife his'vaſt Eftate 2 
Be richer now thanithis Man; now: chan at 2 


Yeg  iaſpa as He goes on,” ft! 
And thoſe;Hei muſt Excet;or Nothing Shs 


Juſt 2g our>Bacers when they; run the Courſe, 
Seal 0 hoep their Eye u po the foremoſt Horſe, 


And 


Book L SATTRS. RA - - 
And ſtrive to out-ſtrip him ; bat never mind. 
The /azy;giſtanc'd Jade that lags belugd.;.. . 
Hence 'rigfcarce any thinks his ſtate is bleſ}, :. : | 


Nor' when Death, calls like a contented Gueſt, 
Will riſe from Life, and lay him down to reſt : 

But ſtay, enough, and jeſt mine ſeems as long  _. 
As Cri pin's tedious Books, I'll hold my Tongue. | 
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\ - SATYR IT: 
L | The Heads of the ſecond Satyr. 


1. Men keep..no meay, as be confirms by Examples. 

2. He laſhes the Adulterers, We 
1. I "He Players, Pimps, and Hedors of the 

Fown, 

The Rooks, the-Gameſ/ters, all lament and moan  - 
For their 7igel/ivs that is dead and gone : 

' | For he was a free Soul, a Prodigal, 

{& He hada fair Eſtate, and ſpent n all ; 

Others t' avoid that Name refuſe to ſpend 

One ſingle Croſs upon a needy Friend ; 

Their heaps are Sacred, and they ſpare rheir Gald, 

Altho he dies for Want, and ſtarves with Cold : 

Now if you take the firſt to task, and fay, 

Why doſt Thou ſquander thy Eſtate away ? 

Why waſt thy Ancient Lands on Paltry gueſts, 

And bosrow Money to maintain thy Feaſts ? 

Aa4 He 
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ight, [hate to be confird, == 
i have no; ;Sph js ” wor a narrow Mint; 


0, la free. grerey humor boos «x ft 
And: fie Fohend: 'and fome' : ya 
| Money out at Uſe," Of 
hr Land , yet f fears to be eſteeni'd profirſe ; 
py il s doubJe'e will Sams mage, 
fees Towng Heirs when newly come of Age ; pes 
Thc greateſt E Prodigal He preſſes moſt, 
And tends them: Money till their Lands are loſt. 
Who when He hears all this would not complain? 
| Good God / Yet this}Hedamns himBlf for gain ; 
_ * And one.would ſcarce beheve a Man for Pelf ©. 
<« Should be fo great an Enemy to himſelf : 
That He ih'Terence when'His Son was gone, 
Tho He laments, and cries He is undone, 
The\moſt unhappy Man the Sun can ſee, 
Yet liv'd not half ſo bad a Life as He : | 
Hnd all this proves whil ſt Fools one Vice roncrnly 
They Tun into the Oppoſite "Exrream * 
Malthin with Gowns below his heelsis'grac 4, 
Another Humoriſt tucks them. to rick 
R«fillus ſmells like any Civet Cat,» 
 Gorgonius Tike a Goat," or worſe than that: i 10415 
Mea keep no Mean ;OQne,when his Blood boils o'er, 
Will a take-Marroy only for his Whore, 
Whilſt others all buticommor Fades refule, 
They fly:the ſober Whorts,: and rake the Stews : 
A certain famous Bully of the 'Town | 


When He did leave:the Stews,! was often known 
To uſe old Cato's Dug Go nu on: 


©. 
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 Bookt SATTAS. 377 
* Here oar hot Touths ſhould com: to coo! their flame, 
And never uſe 1h marry d City Dame : eg nt, + 
But Cupiggy fays, 1'1l not be praisd for this, 

That .C* that admires 2 Matrbh, Mis. 
'2. Now you that wiſh theſe baſe 44alrerers ill, 


+4 


And puniſhment as bad as is their Will ; 

Muſt needs be pleas'd to hear my Muſe explain 

What '{mall delight they with great danger gain,, 

And how their Pleaſure's fadly mixt with Pain ; 

For one found faulty with another's Wife  _ 

Muſt from.a Window leap to fave; his lite : 

Another's finely Kickt and jilted too, 

Or taken, bribes the Slaves to ler him po: 

Another's thrown into the Common Shore, . _ © 

There ſtifled, afid a thouſand Miſchiefs morg; | 
nother's ſmooth'd, his Dancing days are gone, 

And' all but Gala fay 'twas jullly done. ; 

' But come let's ſee now how the Matter falls, 

Ist fafer trading With the A4igals, LES 

Whom Salu/t fo admires, and 19 adores, 


. As muchas thoſe that uſe. the marry.d Whores >. 
Now did not this Man make his gifts roo great, ' 
But fit, and equal to'his ſmall Eſtate, © 
He might be cobnted kind, - preſerve. his Name, 
Not ruine his. Eſtate, nor loſe his. Fame: 1 
But what cares He for this ? He boaſts alone © _ 
He knows 6 Matrog, and He tempts not one *._ \.,. 
Or as Marſzrus when a jilring Whore 


An Aitreſs had-undane, arid made him Poor 3 x , 


Methinks faid He," 7 lead a Civll, £ife, , __.. -*, 
4 never modo; with another s Wife ; | a ci : i 


's . 
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Ay, Ta Ih © hare? and Pagers, F "and by that 
Thy Fame i 1s rpin Fi more than th ay, Eſtate; _ 

Is it enoygh-to ay, when faults afe Johe, tl 

I did. it nor. with ſuch, c or ſuch a Þi4y F 


And not take Fare to ſhun the fp (ll, . A 


x Fa The ta, ny $ Do kind: 
Almo oft He- ſin 8 
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Man, Shs Fl naw. be ing vext, at ry 
Should ask him, Did 7 want ole I Miſs, 

A Whore of Quality .to cool my Flame 

No, I had been content with mequer. LEP 

What anſwer could be's given 8 what be ſaid 2 
Only, fo1 rſooth, S e was a Noble Maid ; | 

But how much be er, Nature's Laws provide, 
How great.the Bifts.beſtow'd, how ſmall deny'd 3 
If you diſtingut ſk, well, Af well degn, | 
Nor things for b7dden ith the gr; ted) join ; 

Is it all dg » can” ono different e ſee 
Whether the Fault, be i In. the Thing 5, or Thee > 
Then tempt no Marrons, for ſup e you gain, | 
The Sweet is lirtle; but Fee be Pain : 

Tis true her coſtly Jewel, court *our Eye, 

But yet She's not' more loft, more plump her thigh - 
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L Book'1.- _SATFRER2D __ | 
BI No, tho fuch Gann as ſoft cones s wore, © 
She' does no better than a trading Whore : 

Beſides; her Trade is fair, I like jt well, © 

She freely ſhows what cer She has to ſell : 
And you may tarn'her, and view-every part, © 
And ſee that all is Nature, and not Art : _ 
She does not ſhow her beſt to tempt the'E ye, 5 


And firive to cover a Deformity, 
Ali's ſeen, and if you' like ir, you may buy : 
Our Fockys, when a Horſe is ſet, to fale, 
Take off the Covering-Cloths;" 11d Jook-on all ; 
Leſbby'a well-ſtiapt Neck and dlethly made' 
The greedy Chapman be at fiber d, WY” gs 
Agd buys a ſpavin'd' of'A foundetd'Jadt 0 
This care is good,'thus when you hook: » Li," 
Be not too Eagley'@tor view'a/grace ; | ben: - 
' And blind us &p/e##to/ (py fault,” oo 
For ſuch as judge by halves are oftet caught : x 
How neat her Arm and Leg! *tis'true,” but ſtay, 
Her Waſt is ſhort; Noſe long, her Feet are ſplay. 

Beſides, s Mathon's Face is ſeen alone, bu in} 
But Xate's that Female Bully of the Town S ? 
For all the reſt is cover'd'with the/ Gown : WS; 
Bar if you'ld rſt, for that doth raiſe thy heat, 

A Dainty, but fofbidden Diſh of Meat : ho 
There are a thouſand ſtops, a thotifand ſpies, 
A Chamber-maid;/'a Foot-boy $eurious Eyes, 
Theſe:muſt be fee'd, and each "will-claimt his tas 
Beſides a Gown dothihide the precious Ware, 
But now a frad{rwg*Girl is freely ſhow'd, - 
You ſee her Naked, 4 op almoſt gs good ; 
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There's free admijlion 
Wou'd you. he c 


Since you you buy. before you'ſec the Ware, qo 
But as a Hun Liman ! owes to. chaſe, bis prey, + 


ads no! ta 4 if Fes lay | 7's, way. 5. 


uch when caught enjoys with moredelight,.. bal 
the toil encreas d\His AMartiry Rf 
Fuſt ſo my Loveiit doth with ſcorn, deſpiſe 2 oO) 
An eaſy prey, but follows par which Klies.../ : (tame: 
What canſt Thqujthink thatthis Mean Verſeican) 
Thy wild. Deſugks: this can-quench thy.Flame #1 
doth nbt. Nature ſieddy Rales mrdain, - /-;. 
Fixt Laws which ihould thy wave walh conan, 
And which divide the.ſalid Goods -fxom-vaia 2: + 
Doth She not tell;, what ſhe wguld have ſupply oY 
And what She cannot oe to be deny'd : 
When Zhirft ty thy Throat,and on for caſe | 
Will dothing but.a:go/deu Goblet pleaſe > .. |! 177 
And wheh thy. {dunger hites, and tain. would: _ 
Is all refus'd burgare, -and dainty.meat; 2+ - 441h, 211 


, Or whea'thy Luft calls for a-fpevdy Joy, oF: 
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And Thou, haſt ready.a. mean, Girlor Boy, «10-7 1: 
What wilt tea ar than thoſe employ ; 
I'm'of another; Ira not {fornige,n 11 - 1 
Tlovea Miſs {comes at ealie Pride : 97 
Ang lays; 166, whenwmy Huthand's out of Doors 
Or, Sir, One Guiney wares and 1 am ns ito 
Says Philodem: let patient- Eun 


Such formal Ladjes, Lm for quick Ivor 
Tlovea Miſs that flies into my Ar 
— SGH 0 Let 


Ang ſets at eafie rate her tempti 
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Let her | be ſtrait and "xp ofcome| y grace, 

And let- her bring; NQ. MOre than Nature: -S face':. _ 
Whilſt we'embrace; -whil't $he-my Arms doth nll, 
She's my Egeria, or what ger I-will : 

Then T1! =o nothing. for go harm: can come, + 
No jealous Husband is returning;hoine, -  . 

No Doors broke.open, nor the Servants rais'd, 
Whilſt She poor-wretch ſtarts from my Armsamaz'd, 
And with a guilty:ſbriek cries I'm undone, 

Abnow I'm caught, and all my Jointure's gone ; 
(For:that's the Puniſhment of marry'd Whores}- 
Whilſt [ poor guilty Rogue ſheak out of Doors, 
Unbutton'd, and'barefoot too ſhun'the Shame, 
And fave my Purſe, my Fleſh,or elſe my Fame : 
Then leave-the'marry'd Women, be advis d; 

Tis fad; ask Fabins elſe, to be I fp d. 
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SATYR UI. 
The Heads ofthe Third Satyr. 


(1.) He laſhes Tigellius a Songſter, an enemy of his, 
and a ' moſt unſettled Fellow. (2.). Thyſe that 
quickly ſpy others faults, but cannot ſee their own. 

. Faults .of Friends ſhould be  extenuated. 
4 Aptinſt rhe S Zoicks Opinion, That all Faults 
are equa. 
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"1 Ef Fricads,our Saug/ters allagree, 


Of this one fault, not one-of them is free ; 
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Ask them to > Sing, y6u cannot have a Note, * | 
Ne, they: have gottesi Cold, of a fot? Throat : 
Waorequeſted. then: They ſtrain their Voice, 
And trouble all the Compact witl their Noiſe : 
This humor hath 7ige/lius often ſhown ; 
If by his Father's Friendſhip and his own 
Czfar, that could Command, did beg a Song ; - 
"Twas all in vain, 'He/might have held his T nitue! 
Yet take him-in the vein, and He would ſing” -** 
From Morn till Night, a Health to Charles o»r mt 


Sometimes to ſqueaking 7reb/e his voice wouldr 


Thew ſink again into'rhe deepeſt Baſe - 

A moſtunſettled fellow, 'He would run ond 
As if He fled a Robber, or a Dun ; 7, 
And ſtreight as in Proceſſion gravely go, 

Now with two hundred Servants, now but T'wo : 


Sometimes He'd talk of Heroes, and of Kings, 


In wigbty ſwelling Numbers, mighty Things: 
And then again, /et graczous Fortune give 

A little Meat and Drink entugh to line : 

Lt her a Coat to keep aut Cold preſent, 

Altho tis thick and courſe, yet I'm content - 
Yet give this ſparing thing, this moderate, . . 
This Man of mean deſires a vaſt Eſtate, 
In Nine*days time 'tis every Penny gone, 
And He's grown Poor again, and is undone : 


He wakes all Night to Sing, to Drink, and Play, 


Then goes to Bed, and ſnores it all the Day : 
No Mans deſigns like his do diſagree, 
None lives ſo contrary to himſelf. as He. | 
2. Ay, but fays One, have you no fault Lkethis - 
Tes, Sir," T have, Perhaps as great as his : © : 
4 * When 


Book I; - SATFR&EOV E ..- 
When Merius raild at. Novius, how, fays One, ; 
i 


Do'ſt know thy ſelf, or think thy faults unknows 2 
Ay, but fays, Menins, Tforgive: my-Own : 

This is a fooliſh, and 'a wicked Love, , 

And ſuch as ſharpeſt Satyrs ſhould reprove, 
When thou art Blind and Senfeleſs to thine own, 
How do'ſt thou-ſee thy Friends Diſeaſe ſo ſoon'? 
/ & That-ſcarce a Serpent can ſo quickly ſpy, 

'& Nor any Eagle hath fo gocd an Eye. 

; Well then go on, purſue thy mean deſign, 


As Thou do'ft find their faults, ſo They will rhine ; 
78 Perhaps He's pettiſh, and He's apt to rage, | 
1 Hecannot bear the Raillery of the Ape, 
/ Þ Perhaps he doth not wear his Cloths gentile, 
His Shooe is not well made, nor fits 1t well : | | 
He may be flouted,; and be jeer d for this ; 1 
Yet He's an honeſt Man as any is : 
He is thy Friend, and tho the Caſe be foul, 
It holdsa Learned, and a Noble. Soul.” | 
Laſtly, look oer thy ſelf with ſtrifteſt Care, 
And ſee what ſeeds of Vice are rooted: there, © 
What Nature plants, and what ill Cuſtoms bear., 
This ſearch isgood, for a neglected Field, 
Or Thorns, or uſeleſs Fern will quickly yield. 
3. Well, let us bring our ſelves: at laſt tothis, 
As ardent Lovers when they Court a Miſs ; " 
Or ſpy no faults, or. love theſe faults they ſpy, 
Thus Agye's Polypus pleas'd/ Balbine's Eye ; 
I wiſh'this Error in our Friendſhip reign'd, 
Or had the. credit of a'Vertue gaind, 
As Fathers hide Sns faults, or elſe commend, 
We ſhould excuſe the failures of our Friend : 
{44s © 
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' Or joggs Another whilſt He'reads! or fings, 


AFather that hathgot a Squinizeyd Boy; 
Cries what a pretty Caſt adorns my joy! \ «{ 
And calls his dwarfiſh Son that's often ſick, 5 4 
As that Aborgiye Si/yphus, his Chick : eill 
Is one zoo Cloſe p be tender of his fame; ' 

And, call him 2hrifty, 'tis the ſofter Name : 
If He-will brag 209: mach, if He'ls vain, WO 
Then fay he is a &r75k, and merry Man : 11 t 
If He will rage, if He will 7adely flout,, © 

Then fay he is a downright Friend; and ſtout : 

It He will buf; his Airy Soul commend, 

And this I thinkwill get, and keep a Friend : 

But We perverſe and'venomoully nice, 

Do turn their very Vertues into'Vice : 

If any livesa'ſober honeſtlite;' | - 

Puts up aftronts and ſhuns diſturbing Strife, 

A mean, we ſtreight exclaim; and" Chicken Soul: 
And one that's ſlow, We call a thick-skull'd Fool 5 
Another in theſe evidencing Times. - 
When Envy loads our Honeſt Men with Criines, 
Lives unſuſpe&ed, and with prudent Art 

Hekeeps himſelf ſecure on every part. 

Inſtead of Wiſe, of Provident, and Grave, 

Oh He's a Cunning and a Crafty *Knave : 

If any':man (as I have often done. - ' 

To you Mece@nas, *and now freely-own) 
Impertinent'Diſcourſe or Queſtions. brings [ | 


Or ſits amufing upon-other things; 1 97 
We ſtreight grow! Mad,-well hear nojuſt defence ; 
Pox, He's a Dalt, He wants even-Common Senſe ; 


f\ - What 


By Book 1. SATTRS. 335 
"" What Cuſtoms, ah ! what Rules have Men defign'd ? 
4o0 how unjuſt, and to themſelves unkind ! 

here's none but hath ſome fault, and he's the beſt, 
Moſt Vertuous he, that's ſpotted with the leaſt : 

A kind good natur'd Friend that ſtrives to prove 

And know the Man that he intends to love, 

And weighs tny Vertues, and my Faults, 'tis juſt 

(If happily my Vertues prove the moſt, ) 

To let that Scale go down; and if on this | 

He'll be a Friend, I'll bate ſome thingsamils, $ 

And make rhe fame allowance in weighing his : 

For thoſe that would not have their Sores offend, 

Muſt not diſguſt the Pimple of their Friend : 

And *tis but juſt, that he that hopes to find 7 

A Pardon for his Faults, ſhould be as kind, : 

And give the like, and with a willing mind. 
4. But now ſince Paſſon's rooted in our Souls, 

' As other faults that ſtick ſo cloſe to Fools ; 

Why doth not Reaſon poiſe and mend our thotights 2 

And ſee our rage proportion'd to the faults 2 

When Supper s done a Slave removes the Diſh; 

And ſpills the Broth, or elſe lets fall the Fiſh ; 

Now fhould the Maſter ſtab the Slave for this, 

Would Zabeo's madneſs be as gredt as his - «© 
But how more mad are we, and more fevete / 
Our Friends but little, and but ſeldom Err, | 
(And fuch ſmall Faults good Natures ne'er reſent j 
They ſinas Ment muſt do, and may repent. } | 
But yet for this we hate, for this we ſhun, 
As Bankrupts Dru/o the notorious Dun ; 
Who, when the Calends come, ſeverely ſues, 
And if the Debtor doth not pay the Uſe, 

9 
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T'was tear of wrong that made us make our Laws: 
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He's clapt in Jail, and hears a tedious Bill, A | 

A killing Scroll, 7tem and Ztem ſtill : 

My Friend got drunk, perhaps hath foul'd my bed, 

Or bruisd a Cup by neat Evander made, | 

Or ſnatcht away a Chicken from my Plate, 

And muſt I love my Friend the leſs for that 2 - 

What ſhould I do then if he prov'd unjuſt, 

- Refus'd to bail me, Thiev'd, or broke his Trafſt 2 

' Thoſe that hold Vices equal ſeem diſtreſs'd, 

When leaving Sophiftry they come to th' Teſt : 

This Fancy doth with Law and Cuſtom fight, 

And Zrtere/# too, that ſpring of Juſt and Right: 

When Man firſt crept from Mother Earth's cold 
_ Womb; 

He wasa miſerable Thing, and dumb ; 

Then they for Acorns fought, or tor a Cave, 

'With Nails, then Clubs, the Arms that Nature gave: 

And next with Swords which fad convenience found, 

And malice taught them they were fit to wound : 

Till Words and Names for Things, and Laws began, 

And civilizd the brutiſh Creature Man : 

Then they built Towns, and ſettled Right and juſt, 

And Laws. to curb our Rapine, and our Luſt ; 

For long ere Helex's time the falſe, the Fair, 

A Woman was the ſtinking cauſe of War ; | 

They fought,but fel unknown, likeBeaſts they ſtray'd 

Hob caught his willing Female and enjoy : 

Till one more ſtrong kill'd him, and was preferr'd, 
Juſt as the greateſt Bull amongft the Herd : 

Look ot the World's old Records, there's the Cauſe. 


by 
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T : 387 
| By Naked Nature neetr was underſtood 
What's J»/t and R:ght, as what is Bad and Good, c 


d, | What fr and what «uf for Fleſh and Blood: 
'| Nor Reaſon ſhews to break a Garden Hedge, 
Should be as great a Crime as Sacrilege : 
Let Rules be fixt that may our Rage contain, 
And puniſh faults with a Proportion d pain : 
And do nor flea him who deſerves alone 
A whipping for the Fault that He hath done : 
For I ne'er fear that Thou wilt prove too kind, 
To too much Pity vitzouſly-inclin'd, 
That can'ſt hold Vices Equal, and believe 
1d #8 To Ro#'s no greater Crime than 'tis to Thieve ; 
And who would'ſt puniſh all with equal hand 
If Thou wert King, and had'ſt the tull Command ; 
If he that's wiſe and skilful in his Trade, 
S Tho but a Cobler, muſt be neatly made, 
], Be rich, be fair, be handſome and a King ; 
Why do'ſt Thou wiſh for't ſince Thou: baſt the 
, Thing 2. of 
But what Chryſippus ſaid Thou doſt not know, *, 
, No wiſe Man yet did ever make a ſhooe c 
And yet the Cobler'sa wiſe Man; how /o 2? 
Why as Hermogenes, tho He holds his Tongue, 
Is skill'd in Muſick and can ſet a Song ; 
| | And fuffliong 4/es though he loſt his Awl, * 
And threw away his Laſt, and ſhut his Stall; - 
And broke his Threads, yet was a Cobler ſtill ; 
Thus every Tradeſnian, if he hath but skill, 
Is wiſe, and therefore only King : But ſtay, 
Unleſs you uſe your Club, with wanton play; 
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The wa ihBoys wilt pluck thy formal Beard, ks 
* Thowtfhaltbe kickr, derided, ſcorn'd and jeer'd, 


Fill thou do'ſt burſt when Rage or Envy Stings, 
And ſnar['thou greateſt King of mighty Kings. 

In ſhort, whilſt Thou a King ſhalt walk in State, 
And only fool:ſh Cri/pin on Thee wait, 
To get a farthing Bath, I nobly live, | 
The Faults I Foo/ commit, my friends forsive, | 
And I as eafily will pardon theirs, | 
Andſo Il live ſecure, and'free from Cares, 
A happier Private Man, Than Thou a King. 


— 
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SATYR IV. 


' The Heads of the Fourth Satyr. 


(r.) Lucilius was bitt2r. but uncorrett. (2.) Few 
read Savyrs, becauſe they know they deſerve the 
reproof. ( 3.) Whether Sat yr be >a SPeczes of 
Poetry. (4.) 4 defence of his own Writings. 
(5.) The manner how bis Father bred him 70 
Vertne. 


I, Ratinand Eupolis that laſh'd the Age, 
- 4 Fhoſe old Comedian Furies ofthe Stage ; 
If they wete to deſcribe a'vile, unjuſt, 
And cheatirig Knave, or ſcourge a Lawleſs Luſt ;- 
' Or other Crirnts ; regardleſs of his Fame 
They ſhow'd the Man - and boldly told hisName ; 


This 
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| This is Luczius's way, He follows thoſe; ;+ - 

His Wit the ſame, but other' numbers/choſe ;” 

I grant he was a ſharp and ready Wit, . 
But rude and” wxcorrett in all he writ : - 

This was his fault, He haſtily would rhyme 

(As if twere ſuch a wondrous thing in him) 

Two hundred tedious lines in one hours time : 

Yet when with force his muddy fancy flow'd, 
Some few pure Streams appear amongſt the mud : 
In writing much 'tis true his Parts excel, 

Too lazy for the task of writing well: 

But grant that rare, what then *?, Cri/pinw ſays 
Tou talk of writing, Sir, Tou claim the Bays, 

Come on,S ir, Critick, Tou (hall have your fill, 
(The wager be as little as you will) 

Here's Pen.and Ink, and Tins? and Place, let'stry 
Which can write mo(t and faſteſt, Tou or Þ: 
Thanks Heavei that made me ſlow,and gave a Pen 
That writes but little, and but now and then: 
But you, like ZBe/lows, till the Gold's refin'd;1. 
Are pufling ſtill, and all but empty wind, 

2. Fannius was happy, whom the publick praiſe 
Preferr'd to Phebus {hrine,,.and Crown'd:with Bays. 
But few read mine, and few my-Books delight, © . 
And I ſcarce dare to publſh'what I write: 
Few like thisway, for moſt-know well enough, 
That they deſerve, and fear my juſt reproot-: 
Take any at a venture mid{t-the Crowd; 

And you ſhall find, him Cayetous. or proud, 
One marry'd Whores, another Boys deſires, - .. 
One Silver's white, and: A/pius Braſs admires : 
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Another runs from Zaft to Heſt to cheat, £ 


Like Duſt by:Whirlwirids toſt thro ſtorms of Fate 
And all to keep or better his Eſtate : 
All theſe hate Poets, theſe do fear our Rhimes, 
Look He's ſtark mad, they cry, fly, fly betimes ; 
He ſpares no Friend, he will abuſe the beſt, 
So i may laugh himſelf, and have his Jeſt : 
And thets what eer Fe writes flies oer the Town, 
To Pimps, to Hettors, and to Gameſters ſhown, 
' To every one He meets He tells the Tale, © 
Old Senſeleſs Fops, Old Women, Boys and Al: 
Now hear what may for t 'other ſide be ſhown; 

3. FirſtyFm no Poex, for to'make me one 

'Tis not enough to fetter words in Rhime, 
And make a tedious and a jingling Chime ; 
And chiefly fince my numerous teet encloſe 
Such plain familiar Talk, and almoſt Proſe ; 
No, He alone canchaim that name that writes ; 
With: Fane y High, and bold and daring flights, ; 
And ſings as nobly as His Zero fights. 
And therefore ſome'd6/dovbt, (though ſome allow) 
If Comedy be Poetry or no, 
Becauſe it' wants that Spirit, Flame, and Force 
And bate the numbers, *tis but plain diſcourſe : 
Yet oftenthere the! careful Fathers rage, 
' They! ſtorm, and ſwear, and crack the trembling 

Stagey®' 

When e'er the Strippling breaks a Matrox's Door, 
Or beats.a' Pimp, or courts a jilting Whore, 
And flights-a Noble Match; or ſtow'd with Drink 
Py daylight greatly Sails behind his Link, 


* (And 
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(And would not Pompone, from His Father fear, 
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Were He alive, a rattle as ſevere 2) 

Well then *tis not enough to keep due time, 
Obſerve juſt feet, and put plain words in Rhime ; 
For break the Numbers, and the Verſe affords 
But common angry talk, and uſual words : 

Thus take what I, or what Luc:i/ius writes, 

Tho now and then it Storms, and ſometimes bites, 
Invert the Order and the Words tranſpoſe, 

No ſign, as when you change (When violent Wars 
Had burſt their Brazen Gates,and broke the Bars:)”. 
Of Poetry appears, 'tis naked Proſe. 

4- But now enough, another Time ſhall ſhow 

If "tis a part of Poetry or.no : 

For now [ will enquire how Men ſhould hate 

This way of writing Satyr,. and for what : 

Capri and Syulce, thoſe Terrors of the Jail, 

Both hoarſe with pleading,walk the Common-Hall, 
Their green Bags ſtuft” with Bills, Indi&ments, 
* YVvikoerry 

A mighty Terror thoſe to Knaves and Thieves ; 
But yet an ZZozeſt Man that keeps his Oath, 

Nor robs nor ſteals, may fafely ſcorn them both; 

If Thou'rt' a- Thief, as Czle and Byrrhus are, 
I'm not like Su/ce or. Capri, why dot fear, 

And why dread me > My Book's not ſet to Sale, 
Thumb by the Rabble npon every Stall, ( 
The Raſcal ſcum, Hermogenes and All : 

I ſeldom do rehearſe, and when I do 

I'm forc'd, becauſe my Friends will have it ſo: 

But then in private, to my Friends alone, 
Notevery where, nor yet to every one : | 
3 '7” "Vl 1 b 4 | Thou- 


, w 9% os 


_ ” __ > WA I Ae Ag on —— - 
. 


| Ho R 4CE's | 


Thouſands ou publick Market- place recite, 
And trouble all they meet with what they 'write - 
Nay whilſt they Bath, They ſtudiouſly rehearſe, - 
The Echv's raiſe the Voice and grace the Verle : 
Thus a@our Fops, and without feat or wit, 
Never conſidering if the Seaſon's fir, ' ©; 

Or time convenient : Well but what yeu write 


Doth hurt Mew s fame, that's your perverſe delight + 


Why this to-me 2 Doth any. Friend of mine. 
Boldly affirm that this is my deſign > ;. | 
He that himlſe!f ſhall blame his abſent Friends, 
Or hears them ſcandaliz'd, 'and not defends, 


Sporrs with their Fame, and ſpeaks, YH cer He e 


can, 
And only to be thought a Witty Man, 24XY 
Tells Tales, 2nd brings his Friend in diſ eſteem, 
That Man's a #»que, beſhre beware of him :- *; 
Set Twelve to Supper, one above.the reſt "7 
Takes all the talk, and brezks a ſcurv y Jeſt 


JOn all, except the Maſter of the Fea 


At laſt on him, when frequent. Cups. begin, g 
'Tunlock his Soul, and ſhaw the {pight Within; 
Yet him you count Y Wag a merry Soul, 
A pleaſant, innocent, and harmleſs Droll : 
But if I ſmile perchance. if I preſume.” ... 
Tolaugh becauſe Rufillus, Fe PER. 


* * That Female Man ; or naſty Golgoy | Note. . 


For ſtudied filthineſs, and fkmell 0 Goat; Foy $- 
My ſmiles are Satyrs, and what eerl write, | 
In.me 'tis-all detraftion,, and "ris ſpight':_-* 
In common Talk, ; as we have often done, 

It we __—_ how Petil Role the Crown ; 
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'Þ And you, as you are wont, his Cauſe defend, 
He hath a kindn- ſs for me, He's my Friend, 
My old Acquaintan.e He, He is indeed, 

And faith I'm glad at Heart that He is freed ; 
And yet 1 wonder how He ſcapt ; tis right, 
This, this 1s bafe detraction, - this is ſpight : 
This, If 1 know my felt, neer reliſht me, 

My Books from this, i'm fure my Mind is free, 
But if ſome things appear jocoſely writ, 

This you muſt pardon, this you muſt permit. 

; 5. For my good Father did inſtruct me lo, 


And by Examples taught me how to know 

What wasunfit, and what was fit to do: 

For when He tutor'd and advisd to thrift, 

And live contents with: that which He had left : 
Mark Byrrhus, he would ſay, and Alpi's Son, 
How poer they live, now They are both undone | 
Two fit examples, by unhappy Fates, 

To fright young Heirs from ſpending their Eſtates 3 
When He would fright me from a lawleſs Love, 
and Whores, He ſaid, 7oung Horace do not prove 
Like S:&tan,. da net lead ſo laoſe a Life, 
And ſeek foln joys; and with another's Wife ; 

Tſe what the Laws permit, and be advisd, 
'Trebonius got nocredit when ſurpriz'd: 
Philoſophers perhaps may ſhow the Cauſe, 

And ta'k of Reaſon and of Nature's Laws, 
Why ſome things ſhould be hated, ſome admir d, 
And wby ——— Jome,*and ſome defir'd, 

But 'tis enough for me to form thy mind, 

And leaye it tothe Ancients rules inclin d, 
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And whilſt Thou want'ſt a Tutor, keep thy Name © 
' And manners ſpotleſs, and preſerve thy Fame ; 

For when a Man, then thou muſt walk alone, 
| No prudent care to guide Thee but thy own : 

Thus he advisd ; What e'er He'd have me do, 

He fays, Look ſuch a one doth ſo andſo; © 

And ſets a Worthy Man before my Eyes, 

And when he would forbid a Thing, He cries, 

Ts not thu bad, when ſuch and ſuch a One © 

is ſcandaliz'd for t over all the Town * | 
Unruly Patients when They chance to hear 

Their Neightour's lately dead, begin to fear, 

Grow orderly and check their Appetite ; £ 


"a>. 
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So others ill repute do often fright 
Young Men from following Vice arfd falſe delight: 
Hence 'tis that ſound from greater faults I live,  * 
But ſmall,and fuch as Friends may well forgive, 
I grant have ; yet even thoſe grow leſs 
By my own Care; or by my Friends advice ; 
For when I lie or when I walk alone, * 
I ufually revolve what I have done ; 9 
This may be better d ſure, and this commend, 
And make me greater, and a pleaſant Friend - 
Sare this is bad, and this is not well done ; 
What ſhall I att like ſuch and fuch a one 2 
All this I uſe to think on when alone : 
At leaſure times Iwrite my fooliſh thoughts, | 
And this is one of Thoſe my little faults, 


4 


Which if you wontforgive, but prove ſevere, 
A. Band of Poets to my Aid Ill rear s HAR ; 
(For we can make a Band) and like the Fews, 
Il force-you take that ſide you. now refuſe. 
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SATYR V. 


The Heads of the Fifth Satyr. 


LD 


(1) 4 Deſcription of his journey to Brunduſtumy 


with all the various occurrences in the way. 


Rom ſtately Rome [| firſt began my way, 

And reach'd Aricia's Town,and there Llay; 
My Company as good as Man could ſeek, 
The Lawyer Heliodore, a Learned Greek + 
Then Forum. Apiz, that's a paltry Town, ) 
With Tars and Pedlars throng'd, and thoſe alone C 
We made twodayson't hither,tho moſt but one; )/ 
For to quick Travellers *tis a tedious road, 
But if you walk but ſlow 'tis pretty good : 
Here cauſe the water did corrode the Taſt, 
And hurt the-Stomach, I reſfolv'd to faſt ; 
And envy'd thoſe that Supp'd, now Night appears 
And oer the Heaven ſpread ſhades, and twinkling: 

Stars: 
And then the Boys and Tars began to roar, 
A Boat, 'a Boat, ſo ho, you Son of a Whore, C 
Pox, Thou wilt fink the Boat, enough, no more: 
And whilſt They take the Fare we: were to pay, 
And tie the Mule,'a whole hour ſlips away : 
The Boat was full of Fleas, and thoſe moleſt, 
And croaking Frogs allnight diſturb'd our reſt : 
The Mule-man and the Boat-man fate up late, 
Both drunk, and fang a Catch of merry Xate: 
» dag | 
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© _'Atlaſt the weary Mule-man roll'd to Bed, 

With fiery Eyes, ſwoln Guts, and aking head : 
[The Boat-man too reſolv'd to work no more, 
But ty'd his Mule to graze along the ſhore, 
Then fell a ſleep, and there all night did ſnore : 
And now the Sun climb'd or the Eaſtern Hill, 
And ſhow'd the Day, but yet our Boat ſtood ſill ; 
Till one, a furly fellow, leapt from far, 

And back and-ſide He cudgel d drowzy Tar : 


And {o af ten a Clock we came-to Land c 
Feronia was the place, and there we Dine ; 
'Thence three miles farther to another* Inn ; 
My kind Mee@xas was to meet me there, 
With-good Cocceius ſent on great 'Aﬀeair, 

On Embaſſies, 'twas their delightful toil 

"Fo make new Friends,.and Enemiesreconcile : 
And here, becauſe my travelling did-inflame, 
 Fdreſt my\Eyes, mean while Mecanas Came, 
Cocceius, Capito, and Fronto- 
. That Frente delicate 4n mind and face; | 

And greatwith Antony as any was':-: 

At little Fund; we retus'd to bait, 

. ButJaught at proud-Aufidiu's Pomp and-State ; 
A Serivener lately, now with Mace and Gown 
He! huffs, and-proudly Lords. it o'er. the Town : 
To Formie next;;-There Capito meat attords, | 
Murena Lodging, fo we liv'd like Lords: 

The nextday was a thappy joyfulday, - 

For then, at Sica on our. way, 

Plotinas, Virgil, Varius'too attends; 

All worthy Men,: and my obliging Friends : 
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[This made him work and follow our Command, 
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Oh how did we embrace! What ſhouts we gave / 

A Friends the deareſt thing a Man can have: 

Next night near Campas's Bridge our Stage was 

ood, | 

Arg there we Lodg'd, and as the Cuſtom ſtood 

The Villagers preſented Salt and Wood : 

Next Stage was Capua, there we made a ſtay, 

Wecame berimes, Mecznas went to play, 

Virgil and I to Bed, my Eyes were fore, 

His ſtomach ſick, and fo we both forbore : 

And next we reach'd Cocceis Farm at night ; 

Apleaſant Seat, and ſtor'd with all delight : 

But now aſſiſt my Muſe, and now relate 

How two baſe fellows quarrell'd, and for what 5» 

But firſt their Pedigree ; the generous, brave, 

And valiant Meſſius was a Noble Knave, c 

An Ofcian born ; Sarmentus was a Slave': 

Thus nobly born theſe Two, and nobly bred 

Began the Brawl, And fr/t Sarmentus ſaid, 

Faith Mefſius Thou art like an untam'd Horſe ; 

We laugh ; Well, well, fays Meſſius, take your Courſe, 

And ſhakes his head ; 0h were thy horus not gon?, 

How thoa wouldſt paſh, fince now when thou haſt none 

Thou threatneſt ſo 2 But that s a ſcurvy, place, 

T hoſe plaguy Scars thy briſly front diſgrace. C 

And then breaks many a jeſt upon his face : J, 

On every Pimple, and on every Wart, 

And bids him Mimick Polyphem; No Art, 

No Vizor thou doſt need, for thou art rough, 

And Nature's given Thee uglineſs enough. 

Fhis Meſfus fttomachs, and replies again, 

Welt, Sir, when will you Conſecrate the Chain 
: Tou 
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Tou vow'd the Lares ? now your re mighty proud, 
A Scribe, yet ſtill your Ladies claim is good : 
But why, I wonder, ſhould'ſt Thou run away 2 : 
A poor 2" agar Rogue ; ſure he might ſkay _ C 
That feaſted on a half-penny Loaf a day. 
This made our Supper pleaſant, thence we rod 
To Beneventum, there our Inn was good : 
Bur whilſt our ſedulous Hoſt makes too much haft 
To roaſt our Meat, and lights too ſtrong a blaſt, 
He had almoſt been burnt, the Chimney fir'd, 
And flames, as hungry, to the Roots aſpir'd : 
\ Then hungry We, and all our Servantscame 
To fave the Mear,and Houſe, and quench the flame; 
Next day the known Appulian Mountains riſe, | 
Which hot Ara4ulus ſcorches as He flies : | 
To paſs theſe Hills had prov'd too great a toil, | 
But ſmall 7revicwm gave us reſt a while, 
We ſtaid, quite blinded in a ſmoaky houſe, 
For all they had to burn was leaves and boughs - 
Here I poor Noddy half the Night or more 
Expected a forſworn, a jilting Whore; 
At laſt dull ſleep did blunt my keen deſire, 
His lazy hand ſpread o'er, and check'd my fire : 
But then ſome wanton Dreams, too looſe to tell, 
Supply'd her place, and did the feat as. well : 
Thence four and Twenty Miles in tour hours time, 
To a ſmall place whoſe name won t ſtand in Rhime : 
But yer by Signs 'tis very easly known : 
Firit then, the Water's ſcarce oer all the Town ; 
The cheapeſt Thing that Nature hath beſtow'd 
Here's dearly fold; the Bread is: very good : 


This 
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This oft the wary Traveller approves, 

And when He parts, He fills his Bag with Loaves: 

e For none Can#frum yields but griſty Bread, 


This Town was built by Valiant Diomed : 

"The Nymphs averſe, 'tis like the former, poor, 

Nor can it boaſt one Quart of Water more : 

| Here Yarizs left us, but appeard to be 

ſt | Concern'd to part, and all as much as He: 

Next night we reach'd to Rubz, there we lay, 
All very weary, for the tedious way : 
Was dirty, and befides it rain all day: 
Next Morn the Sky was: fair, the Wheather good 
As far as Bari's Town, but worſe the Road : 
Here we had ſport enough, and caule to ſmile, 
For ſome that would our eafie Faith b:guile, 
Would needs perſwade that in their Sacred Quire 
Sweet. Incenſe burns with out the help of fire : 
Ay, let the Jews believe it if they pleaſe, 
Not 1, | know the Gods mult live at eaſe : 
Nor when ſtrong Nature doth ſome wonders ſhowy 
Can I believe They meddle here below : 
Hence to Brandufium, there | left my Friends, 
And ſo my Story and my Journey Ends. 
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SATYR VI. 
To MECANAS. 


(i.) He commends him for looking, on the Excellen- 
cies, not the Families, of Men. (Y.) Againſl 
Pride. (3.) His acquaintance. with Mecxnas 
(4.) How his Father bred him. (5.) That he 
very well contented with his ſmall Eftate. 
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Thy Birth 1s Noble, Family as good 

As all Z#:ru#ia boaſts, you ate not proud : 
Becauſe thy Ance/tors did Armies guide, 
Kings by thy Fathers and thy Mothers ſide, 
Thou doſt not ſlight a Man of meaz Degree, c 


x. TD Ecauſe thy Veins are fill'd with Rojal mY 


As moſt men uſe to do, for inſtance, Me, 

Whoſe Father was a Slave, and lately Free: 

For you believe, and youare right in This, 

No matter whence He comes, but what! Fe 1s 

No matter if his Race be low, his blood 

Be mean, if but his Mind be great and good : 

Before King 7/y's time; by Birth a Slave, . 7 

A thouſand Men of mean deſcent were brave, 

-- And filld the Honors that the People gave : 

 _ - But Noble Lev: though Yaſerius Son. 

* © (By whoſe wife Condudt this great State begvn, 
When 7argquin They, the. Luſttul, and the Proud 
Expell'J) was never valu'd by the Crows : 
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Fhe Crowd, thoſe Common Slaves. to-empty Fame; 
at more than the Deſerts regard the Name, 
Dazled with Famzly and gawdy ſhows: ? 
Then what ſhould We,what We-the Wikpropoſe, © 
We that are thought a tifferent Kind froinThoſe 2, 
But at Eletions grant the Crowd refuſe - 

Ignoble Decius, and Levinus.chute ;-. 

And grant: the ſurly Cenſor Apprus ſcorn; 

And ſhove me off, becaufe but meanly born}: 

Or elſe deſerv'dly cauſe I would be brave-+ 

And ſeek a' finer skin than Nature gave t: 


| Yer Glories ſhining Chariot twittly draws 


With equal Whirl rhe Noble:and the Baſe: - 

2. What profit was it, 7ully, to reſume ; © 
Thy once loſt: Honors, ſpread' thy gawdy Plume - 
And be a 7ribane'? Thence.more hate:began; 
More envy. roſe than when 4: P7rivate Man 2! 1:11! 7 
For when a Fool ſhall make a-mighty ſtirgs, » J-77 
Swagger and huff in Golden Chain and Furs 1) 
All Eyes ſtrait-turn to the unuſual Seates.. . © « PF 
And ſtudiouſly enquire, what! Fellow's that 2 
What Family;\As one that-ſhows a face; 7; - 
Pox'd, Meagre, Pale;-and' fuch-as Barrus has: - 

Yet would be handſome thonghe: Where terHe 
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tie. follow hom fy 


And ſtreight examine; his Leg, his Calf, and;Noſe! 
Thus when one thru [ts Je upon 4m 


wet oo» 


Fog, ob _ © es tg 
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This makes rhem ask. what 1s He, whence = 


He 2:7 
What was his Mother 2 Of what Family ? 

Or is He'ba{ſe;/ his Sire'of:mean Degree ? 
Andiwtiitſhall baſe-born: you, Sir, 'rule the Laws 
Lord it o er Eitizehs, and hang and draw 2 

My Collegue Novius, : Sir; is mean to me, 

He's what my Father was," a Slave mae free. 

What then;\doth that ennoble thy baſe Blood, 
Make Thee eſſala, Paulus, or as good 2? 

Yet did two hundred Drays, and all the Crowd 
Of two great Funerals meer, He bawls ſo loud 
That 'He wbuld drown the Horns and Trumpets 

Noiſe 3 95 
Thispleaſss;: Wwe are alen With his Voice. 

3. Reetpany ſelf the:Som of a Free'd-Man, 
Whom Envidus Eyes a@d Envious Tongues purſue » , 
Becaule, Sor, Fam belov'd by you : 

But once le T hat 'good Command, 

And as a 7rihuve led* i Roman Band: 

The cauſetunlike, for thoſe-that may* pretend 

To envy me;for Hotiours Chance can ſend, ec 
Yet may Abt tbe diſpleas'd/that you're my friend 
SnbincherFiticy: northe Poplat:Voice, © 
But prudent Care,and Worth doth guide your choide: 
And, Sir, eqn dare not owing. -11s. 

W Noe-"T0G62005 CRanee: "ThiaF! inade ne 
| know i- hs GLO] d | 
For Y irgitdid commegd meto your Grace, nA 
And Yarius often-told>you what 0 ways 0 0 2h) 
When ſen6for, Sir, in few2and broken words, 

"uw ſack as Infant M odeſty afford S, 
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I did not tell you my Deſfce 1t, was great, 
I did nat fay I had a vaſt Eftate, 
But what T was ; and your Reply was ſhort, 
As tis your Cuſtom ; fol left the Cour, 
And to my fields retir'd ; at nine months end 
You ſent for me, and bad me be your Friend : 
And this I think is great, this makes me proud, 
That I pltas'd you, who know what's bad from 

good, 
By Yertue, not by Nob/eneſs of Blood : 

4+ If only /it:/e ſtains do ſpot my Soul, 
( As perfe&t Beauties often have a Mole) c 
Tho I'm Secure and free from all the foul ; 
If none on me can zruly fix diſgrace, 
It T am neither Covetous, nor baſe; 
If innocent my life, if (to commend 
My felt ) I live belov'd by every Friend : 
I thank my Father for't, for He being poor, 
His Farm but'ſmall, the uſual ways forbore 
He did notſend me to Sir Fabius School | 
To teach me arts, and make me great by rule: _ 
Such as our Great-mens Sons and Nobles ſeek, 
With Book in hand, and Satchel round, their Ke 
And meinly. pay their Maſter by the Week....., . 4 
But firſt He. boldly brought me up to. Town, £ 

, 


To ſee thoſe ways, and make thoſe Arts my.owr 
Which every F#night and Noble taught his Son : | 
So well attended, and fo richly dreſt_.. = 

I walkt thro Rome,that thoſe that view'd me,gueſt & 
I was a Man o'. Wealth, a Knight at leaſt. ... 3» 
Himfelf my carefall'{t Guardian watcht metal: - 
In ſhorg, *He fo fuppreſt the growth of = "5 4 
: Cc2 That 
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/That (Vertue's hight) not only kept me pure 
From vicious Deeds, but-ill repute ſecure : 
Nor did He fear the Cenſuring World ſhould blame 
"His high deſigns, or Ibe damn d with ſhame, 
If after all hfs Co/# I ſhould be made 
A Common Cryer, or a meaner Trade ; 
.Or elſe, as He himſelf, have poorly liv' d 
A mean Exci/e-man, nor ſhould I have griev'd: 
-T owe more thanks, and more reſpect for this,” 
{Nor ſhall I &'er, whatever Fops adviſe, 
"Repent of ſuch a Father, 1t I'm wife. 
Therefore as Others when the haughty ſcorn, 
Twas not our fault we were not nobly bory, 
Edo not ſay, nor mind-thoſe.meaner cares; 
My words and thoughts are different far from theirs. 
5. For ſhould kind Nature bid my Soul retire, } 


2 - 
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Go back to Birth, and ctuiſe: a Noble Sire, 

As great as Thought could frame,or Pride deſire ; 

Content with thoſe I have, let others chooſe, 

I would the No#le and the-Great refuſe : 

And this is fooliſh, this. a wild deſign 

Fth' Crowd's Opinion, Wiſe perhaps in thine, 

Becauſe I love my cafe, and greatneſs fear, - 

And ſhan a weight who arm not us'd to bear: 

For ſtreight my ſtall Eſtate I mult enlarge, 
Toiare ore Men, and live at greater charge, 
"Companions. get, leſt I, in Field or Town, 

' The noble*1, be ſeen to walk alone : 

. More Grooms and Horſes keep, a Coach belide, | 
'And alkthe coftly Vanities of Pride : - 

"Now. on my bob-tail'd Mule all gall'd and ſore, 

My Wallet galls behind, my Spurs before ; 
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Iride when Cer I will, Tride ateaſe 


As far as ſoft Terentum if I pleaſe ; 


None, as of 7/ly's baſenefs,' ſhall of mine complain, 
On whom, when Pretor, as a noble Train, 

In the 7:4artine way five Boys did wait, 

And bore a ſtool and flask of Wine in State: 


I live, S:r Noble, I canjuitly boaſt 


Better than yon, and happier far than moſt : 

I walk alone where e&'er my fancies lead, 

And buſie ask the price” of Herbs and Bread : 

Thro cheating Rome about the cloſe of day 

I freely walk, I go to Church and pray, 

Then home, where I {hall find a ſparing Treat, 
And three ſmall pretty Boys bring up the Meat: _ 
Juſt by a White-ſtone-Table ſtands to bear 
Two Pots, one Cup, and equal to my fare 

A Cruiſe and Platter, all poor Earthen Ware. 
And then I go to bed, and take my reſt, 

No guilty Conſcience trets, no Cares moleſt; 
No fad remembrance of my former Crimes ; 
No Suits to bid me be at Court betimes - 
Where Marſya's Statue ſtands, and fears to brook 
The fury of the younger Now4us look : 

* [ſleep till Ten, then walk, or read a while, 

* Or write for pleaſure, 'noint my ſelf with Oil, 
Not ſuch as Natta pours, the rich, - the baſe, 
Who robs the-dying Lamps to greale his face. 

But when that heat invites to cooler ſtreams, 

I bath, and fly: the fury of the beams ; 


] eat not greedily, but juſt enough 


To ſtay my ſtomach, and keep hungeroff; 
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A Scolding Lawſuit between Perſius: and Rupilius, 
ſar-nam'd The King; 


Ow mungrel Perfius paid Rnpidius off, 
Sur-nam'dthe Xi»g that banith'd railing Huff, 
d gave him Quid for Quo, | think is known 
To all the Blind and Barbers ſhops in Town : 
This Perfius rich half 4fra did moleſt 
With Law-ſuits, and the Xing amongſt the reſt ; 
Bold, Imputent He was, and ſtill at ſtrife, 
And as malicious as the Xiyg for's Life. 
Haughty, and ſuch a bitter Rogue to rail, 
That P;/p hardly could blow wind in's Tall : 
But to return; when nought could calm their rage, 
(For fo 'tis ſtillwhen 7ipo great Souls engage : ) 
Thus in Achi/les and in Feftor's ſtrife, 
Their Emulation was as long as life; 
Becauſe'they'both were brave, their minds were 
great,” 
Their courage equal, and alike their heat ; 
But when two Cowards, or unequal Foes, 
As when folt GJazcus Diomeddid oppoſe, 
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This is their life who are unloos'd from fears, \ 
Weighty Ambition, and its vexing Cares: | 
This comliorts me, this more contentment brings, 
Than if my Birth were high; my Race were Kings, 
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The weaker yields unable to defend, : 


. And gives the other bribes to be his Friend, 


When Brutus A4fia rul'd, this railing Pair, 

Not Byth and Bacchus were a Match fo fair, 
Began their Sute ; away to Court they run, 
Both hot, and gazd at both by every one. 
Perfius begins and doth the Cauſe explain, 
(We laugh, and as He ſpeaks we laugh again) 
And praiſeth Brutus much, and all his Train : 
He calls him Afa's Sun, a glorious thing, 

And all were Stars benign, except the Xing; 
The Dog-Star He, that Star that poiſon yields, 
And ſheds malicious Influence o'erour fields. 
Thus heedleſly he ſtill purſa'd his Theme, 
As fierce and muddy as a Winters Stream. 


The Xing enrag'd at this, and ſwoln with hate; 
Empties his Stomach ſtraightin Billingsgate'; 


The fineſt Rhetorick the World hath known; 
The very #»/ide of a Bawling Clown. 7, 
But Per/ius'nettled with his ſharp replies 

At laſt, Brutus, fince Thou art wont, He Cries, 


To murther Kings ; for Heavens ſake why not this $ 


For this would prove a good and great deſign, 
Brutus, this ought to be an att of thine, 
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SATYR VII. 


'T he Heads of the Eighth Saryr, 
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(x. Priapus tells how He came to be a Gad. 
2. Diſcourſes how the Witches come at Night 
and trouble him. ( 3) Dajeovers their Ceremo- 
wes, 


' Qug time 1 ly 20.uſelefs Piece 'of Wood, 
Till Artiſts doubtful for what the Log 
was good, 
A Sto0h, or go reſolved to make a God ; 
So I was-made, and hence I grew ador'd 
The fear gf every Thief, and every Bird. 
My Hook and my. yaſt Pole the Thieves affright, 
p 1 the pedqurcen fate from Rogues by night : 
Head is Crown'd with ſtaring Reed, 
m4 the Sparrows. from the new-fown Seed. 
his Plat where now I ſtand was heretofore 
A Ces Place of Burial for the Poor, | 
\ Here by the Common Beadle of the Town 
The Poorer fort, and Spendthrifts Corps were( 
thrown, 
They got this Plat when they had ſpent their own, 
A thouſand Foot in length, three hundred broad 


As the Inſcription ſhows, by Will beſtow'd 
For publigk Uſe, and forths Common Good. 


Put 
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But now where only frightful Bones'were ſeen, 


hat Checkred with a gaſtly White/rhe Green, 
Mecenas built'a Summers ſoft retreat - 
The Air is Good, and tis a pretty Seat. 
And now | take but very little Care, 
For Thieves and Birds that come and rifle here ; 
The troubleſome Wirches vex. me more than They, 
Thoſe Wretches | can never drive away : 
For when the Moon is up, each comes and pulls 
Her poisnous Herbs, or gathers Bones and Sknlls. 

. I oft have ſeen the Hag Canizia there, 

Bars: foot, Her Coat tuck d ſhort,and looſe her Hair: 
With elder Sagana, I ſaw them run, 
(They both were gaſtly, pale to look upon.) 
T heard them howl, and faw the furious Witch, 
Whilſt with her Nails ſhe {crap'd a little Ditch, 
Then tear black Lambs, and pour 1n all the Blood, 
And call the hungry Gho/ts to take their Food, £ 
The Gho/ts that were to tell her what ſhe wou'd. 
Of Woo! and Wax they made two Images, 
Which the bewitch'd'and Witches Forms expreſs, d 
The Woo! the greater, to torment the leſs: / 
The Wax was to be whipt, and ſeemd to bow, 
And there ſtood cringing as'it fear'd the blow. 
One #ecate invokes with dreadful Pray'r, _ - 
And one 7ifiphone, and ſtreight They hear C 
Black Serpents hiſs and, Hell-hounds barking there. 
The Moon skulk'd. low, and as afraid to view 
This gaſily ſight, behind the Tombs withdrew. 


Now if [ lye let Birds diſdain my: Reed, 


And come and Perchy and dung upon my Head ; 
A Let 
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Let mebe ſpit, let me be piſsd upon 
By alk the Rogues and Raſcals of the Town ; 
Why ſhould I mention all I faw or heart! > 
How 1n their Ditch They hid a Tyger's Beard : 
And Serpent's Tooth : How with a fqqueaking Voice 
The Witch and Ghoſt diſcours'd > How harſh the 
- Noiſe ? 
How by ſlow Fires the Waxen Form did waſt : 
And frighted I reveng'd my elf at laſt. 
For loud, as a blown Bladder when 'tis broke, 
I ſtoutly farted from my Arſe of Oak ; 
'Fhe frighted Witches ſtart and drop for fear 
Canidia Teeth, and Sagana falſe Hair ; 
Away their Charms and pois' nous Herbs were 

thrown, | 

Each takes herambling Switch,and haſts to Town, 
It would have made you ſplit to ſee Them run. 
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SATYR IX. 


The Deſcription of an Impertizent Fop that plagued 
Horace 2 his walk. 


A S I was walking through the ſtreets of Rome, 
And muſing on I know not what nor whom, 
A Fop came up, by name fearce known to me, 

He ſeizd my, hand; and cry'd, Dear Sir, how d'ye : 
I chank you, pretty well as times go now ; 
Al happineſs: I wiſh the fame to you : 
Ad - * But 
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fat when He follow'd me, | turn'd and cr 'd, 


' I What farther buſineſs, Sir 2 And He reply'd, 


What don't you know me, Sir ? No faith : What no ? 
Come Horace, now you jeſt, I m ſure you do ; 

Why 1'm a Scholar : Sir, I'm glad of that, 
'Twill make me prize you at a higher rate : 
Uneaſie thus, and cager to be gone, 

Sometimes I walkt but ſlow, now faſter on, 
My Foot-boy whiſper d now, and now I ſtopt; 
Now turn'd about, ftill Sweating till I dropt : 
Ten thouſand times I ſoftly curſt my Fate, 

And envy ddeat Bolanus happy State: 

Whilſt He, Eternal Clack, of all we meet 


Said ſomething, praiſing Houſes, Town, and Street - 


And anſwer nothing ; Sir, you would be gong, 
But faith, Dear Sir, We muſt not part ſo ſo 
[ love your Company, 1 Ul follow ſtill, 

I muſt make one, Dear Sir, go where you will : 
'Tis too much trouble for you, I deſign 

Beyond the Bridge, to ſee a friend of mine 
Unknown to you, your kind attendance ſpare, 
It will be rude to'trouble you ſo far : 

Sir I'm at leaſure, 1 have time to ſpend, 

And I can walk I'm" ſure to ſerve afriend : 

Til go: And thus when no releaſe appears, 
Like an oerladen Aſs I hung my Ears. 
Then'He, Sir, if 1 dont miſtake my Parts, 

Not Varius Wit, nor. Vilcus great Deſerts 

Can claim your friendſhip half ſo much as mine ; 
Which of the Wits can write ſo ſmooth a line, 
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But when He ſaw me fo uneafie grown, : 
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Which more than I, or which with greater eaſe? || 7; 
Tis almoft natural. in me to pleaſe : 1 7 
Who cau his limbs to ſofter motions bring - 4 
tHcrmogenes might envy when I ſing : M 
And then he ſtopt a while, and I put in : F 
Have you a Mother Sir, or any Kin [ 
'That would be glad to ſee you 2 7 have none, Si 
For thanks kind Stars they all are dead and gone : V 
Oh Happy They, and1 the laſt remain, F 
te, pray Sir, quickly rid me of my pain ; | N 


For now the fatal hour, the time 1s come, y 
The Midwife told me when ſhe read my doom. b; 
She turn'd the Sieve,and faid,Nor Sword,nor Cough, || 7 
Nor Poifon, Plague, nor Charms ſhall take him off; || 7 
Nor the Catarrh, nor Flux, nor Pox deſtroy, 1 
Buean Eternal Tongue ſhall kill the Boy, ; 
And theeffore woufd He have his life be long, | 
When grown a Man, avoid a talking Tongue : } 
By this 'twas nine a Clock or ſomewhat paſt, 
And we to Y:/ta's Temple came at laſt, 
And there that day He had a Cauſe to hear, ] 
And was to loſe his Sute or elſe appear. : 
Come pray, Sir, as youlove me ſtop a while, | 
Faith Sir [ cannot ſtand, nor have I skill | 
In any Point, and .\'m oblig'd to go : "8 
Welt then, What muſt I leave my Cauſe, or Tou 2 '" 
Me by all means: No, hang me if 1 ds : C 
And fo march don ; and I (with one too ſtrong _. 
my Man can. ſtrive 2) look'd blank, and ſneak'd 
a10NBs « "UIKTY 
How doth Mecgnas (thence his Chat began) 
FE ffett yeu now 2 Ton are the ſubt leſt Man: 


Tou 
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ou make Hay whilſt it ſhines, but take my word, 

To have another always near my Lord, | 

And next to Tou in favour, would rare | 
” Lord's good Will, and make your Fortune ſures 
Fix me the Man, and let them do thezr beſt, 

[ll lay my Hſe ou t you {ball rout the reſt : 

Sif, you miſtake; that's not our Courſe of Life, 

We know no Jealouſtes, no- Brawls, no Strite ; 

From all thoſe ills our Patrons; Houſe is tree, 

None *cauſe more Learn'd or Wealthy troubles Me, 
We have our Stations, all their. own purſue : : 

'Tis ſtravge, ſcarce. credible : and yet tis true : 

This whets my wiſh, I'm eager for a place : 

I ſhall not reſt till I amnear bis Grace : 

Pray ſtand my Friend, I'm ſure of good ſucceſs, þ 


He may be wrought on if you pleafe to preſs : 

But, Sir, at firſt he 1s of hard accels : 

Well, when Occafion ſerves, I / play my part, 

[ll ſpare no colt. and charge, try every Art, 

Hang on his Coach, wait vn him, all I can, | 
Brite, Flatter, Cringe, but I'm reſclv d to ning 
Tis only Labour, Sir, can raiſe a Man. 

As thus He talk d, a Friend of mine came by, 
Who knew the fel ow's humor more thah I. 

We ſtopp'd and talk'd a while, as How do'/t ds 2 
Whence came you, Sir, I pray ? and whither now 2 
Mean while I ſhrug'd, a thouſand figns I ſhow'd, 
I ſqqueez'd his hand, and did what cer 1 cou'd, 

I nodded, cought'd, and wink'd to let him ſee 

I ſtoodin need,of's his help to ſet me free ; 

He ub! Wag, tho knowing my.1intent, 
Pretended | ignorance of all I meant: 
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I rag >; -at laſt, A /rttle while gg) 
Toz bad ſome buſineſs, pray let's have it now : 
I mind it well, but, Sir, another day, 
My buſineſs calls me now a different way ; 
"Tis Holiday, I viſit yonder ſhrine; | 
And muſt not mix Prophane with things Divine'; 
1 don't mind Holidays ; but Sir I do, ( 
A little tender Conffienc d, Sir, I vow, 
One of the Crowd, I go to Church and pray, 
Your pardon, Sir, we 11 talk another day : 
Did ever ſuch unlucky Beams ariſe ! 
Ever ſo black a day ! Unkind He flies, 
And leaves me gaſping for a little life, 
Juſt at the mercy of the Butcher's knife : 
When lo his Adverfary cry'd, 0h, Oh! 
Sir Raſehal, hav? T caught you, whither now = 
Pray Sir bear witneſs, gladly I conſent, 
He's forc'd to Court, and I as freely went : 
The People Crowd and Shout ; but mid'ſt the ar 
I ſcipd, Lad ſo Apollo fav'd my Life. 
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Their different Vertues, and their. Graces ſbow, | 


SATYR X. 


The Heads of the Tenth Satyr: 


(1.) He maintains the cenſure he had given of Lu» 


_ _cilius. (2,) Diſcourſes of Paetry. (3.) Satyr zs 


his proper Talcnt. (4.) He is content with the 
praiſe of the beſt Judges. 


I. ElI, Sir, I grant I ſaid Luci/zus Muſe 
Is uncorrect, his way of Writing looſe, 
* And who admires him ſo, what Friend of his 
* So blindly doats as to deny me This 2 
* And;yet ,in|theJame Page | freely own, 
* His Wit as ſharpas ever laſh'd the Town ; 
But This Qne-. fore. of Excellence allow d, 
Doth not infer that all the reſt is good : 
*For on the ſame.account I might admit 
* Labenius Farce for Poems and for Wit. 

2.; Well then,'tis-not enough to. pleaſe the Crowd 
And make them-laugh to prove. the Poem good: 
Yet this I grant a fort of Excellence : 

He muſt be ſhort, -nor muſt He clog his ſeale 
Withuſeleſs wards, or make his Periods long, . 
They muſt be ſmooth, and fo glide oer the Tongue: 
And ſometimes He muſt uſe. a. graver ſtile, ._ 1. 
And then jocoſe, and He muſt laugh a while. 

Now like an Oratgr, a Poet now ; 


yi. i 


Now 
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Now like a Gentleman whole fine diſcourſe "II 
Deſgn'dly eafie is, and free from force, 
Inſtrutive Mirth, and where a waggrth ſneer 
Doth nick the great Ones more than a ſevere : \ 
*'This was the dritt of all our Ancient Plays, / 
<[nthis They may be follow'd, and with Praiſe. J 
But theſe ZZermegeres (thoſe blundring heads) 
Scarce knows ; and t other Ape-face never reads: 
Poor thick- Skull 'd Sots that ſing a Catch or two 
From Ca/vus, and that's all that they can do: 
] 
] 
q 
] 
] 
] 
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Ay but He's excellent ; : for many times 

. He mixes Greek with Latin in his Rhimes. 
Dull Sors to think that Poetry and Wir, 
Whieh'een the Rh:dian poor Pitholeon whit, * © 
Ay bat the Speech thus mixt is nent and pr 
"715 ſweet like Latin mixt with Greekiſh Wine. 
But you, Sir, that can't think this-Ceriſare true; 
But doat: on Lacil, I appeal to you; 
Only in Verſe, or when you treat of Laws, | 
Or plead. ſuppoſe, Petillus defp rate Cauſe ; 9) 
Whilſt Podeand'Corwin eagerly accuſe; Io1. 
Would you this mixt,- this Mungfel Language vfe t 
AS*twere forget your own, and Greet'confoutnd-- 
With Zain, like rhe Apnlians double found : - 
When 1, a Latin, onee deſign d'to write moth 1 
Greek Wetfes, Romnlns appear'd/at gight 5; Oy | 

_ *Twas alter Twelve! the tirhe when Yreams are trite] | | 
ABdfat?; 1hy Horace, what dV/JPmeim'to db 3! 70!!! 
Tis full as:mad the' Greeks waſt heaps rſs 4 DIA 
As tis #b'tarry Water t6'the Seas 71Þ, 
Whilſt ſwelling 4lpinin his lofty way, | wol 
Dur poor Memon in his Barbarous Play 3 ; p 

wol! r 
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Or awkerdly deſcribes the head of Rhine ; 

This pleaſant way of writing Satyr's mine. 

'Tis not for glory, nor'tg/pleaſe the Age, 

Nor get the Bays, nor often; tread the Stage: 

True Comedy. Fout/anus only writes, 

Pollio the Ads of Kings, and-Noble Fights, 
Strong. Epic-Poems Yarius beſt can raiſe,, . 5 


And YVir:i1's happy Muſe 1n Eclogues plays, | 

Facetious, ſoft, and: juſtly. wins the Bays. 

Io;Satyrs I, which Yarro try d in vain, th 

And others too, may have a happy ſtrain : 1... 1 

Yet than Lucilias leſs I freely own, ..-/; .', ; fv] 

I would n6t (trive to blaſt his juſt renown, -: +, S.. 

He wears and beſt deſerves to. wear the. Crown-, '.-/; 

Ay, but I faid his fancy, muddy flow'd,,- -..' 7 

And faulty Lines did oft exceed the good. 

Well Sir, and is een Zomerall correct 2, 

Is He, Sir Critick;free from all defect 2. 

Doth not Lacilius Accius Rhimes accuſe > 

And blame our .Exxius's corredter Mule 2... \.. 

For too much lightneſs oft his Rhimes dexice, 

And when He talks of his awa Yerſe, for;Pridez 

Then what's the Reaſon that his. friend Repives, 

That when I read Lacilins looker, lines, - 

[try if *tis his Subject want permit ; , 

More even Verle, or if 'tisant,ot Wit ©... | 

But now if any is.content, to chime, _ -- 

And juſt put naked Words in.Fget and hin” 

And write two-hundred Lines: in two hours time, . 

As Caſſius did, that full ger; flowing Tide, ..» A 

Of Wit, and 'who was burax; (or tame po ly 7) Ps 

With Pilcs of his own Papers; when he c | 
Dd "Welt 
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Weilt ten -n ſuppoſe EueHiti wasa Wit, 
His Vertue's'more than Faults in whar He writ. 
Corredter than the O/der Writers own, 
And thit' bids $atyr owe to him alone, " 
Not did He "now again/new life commence, 

He would correa, He would retrench his Sence, 
And{pare:off all that 'wis not Excellence ; 
Take. pains, and often when He Verſes made, 
hay = bire Jus Nails 'toth” quick, and ſcratch his 

cad. * 
When you Jolſcn's a hſting Piece, be wile, | 
Amend, Correct again, again Reviſe : _ 
Ne'er ſeck'the Crowd's unthinking praiſe ; delight 

4. That few,and Judges, read the Verſe you write, 
Is't "thy Ambition,mean vfthinking Fool, 
To be a Claſſick chun yy in every School: , 
That's not my wiſh; for *ris'enough for me, 
As hiſt 4rbufcula was wont to fay, 
Well, well, hiſs or, for frice 1 pleaſe the beſt, 
ad thofe - wg me well, T ſcorn the reſt.” 
Why ſhould'T'vex tohear Pontitius blathe 
My ovine or Demetrius carp my Fame ? 
Or hungry Fannus at Tigellius Treat, 
Diſgrace my Verſe to pet a little Meat / 
Let Plotius, Yarius, and Merznas love, 
Let cs r, Virgit, Palgius all approve 
alive; ( (to theſe would I could join : 


T po ſect, and Meſali $ Learned Line, 

| Arid Polio, and fome other Friends of mine, 
Whom 1 for modeſty forbear to name, 

My good effkitrance all, and Men of Fare. ) 


And 
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And praiſe my. Lines, and I ſhould grieve to know 
They do not pleaſe Them, as I hope they do, 

I ſcorn 7:gellius, and Demetrins noile, 

Dull Block-heads, let them Pipe among their Boys, 
And mind their Schools : Go Roger, quickly run, 
Put this into my Book, and I have done. 


The End of the firſt Book of Satyrs. 


Woes 1 c,gt 


BOOK I. 


i 


The Heads of the firſt Satyr, 


(r.) He adviſeth with his Friend what Fe ſhall 
write.  (2.) He concludes that his humour is for 
Satyr. (3.) Will hurt none unprovot'd. (4.) No 
good Men have reaſon to be angry at Satyriſts. 


x. (\ Ome Fancy 1 am bitter when I jeer 
Beyond the Rules of Satyr too ſevere ; 
Some, that my Verſe is dull and flat, and fay, 
A Man may write a Thouſand ſuch a day. 
What ſhall Ido,7rehbatius 2 Wh, give ver, 
Thy ſcribling. humor check, aud write no more : 
The Counſels good, and oh that 1 could chooſe, 
But I can't ſleep for my unruly Muſe : 
Why then ( for that will lay a rambling Head) 
Go always tir d, or elſe go drunk to Bed. 
Or if you needs muſt write, od raiſe thy Fame, 


By Cziar s Wars, for that's a noble Theme, 
And that will get Thee Wealth and an Eſteem. 


1 


% 
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| Thave the Will, but when”T ſtrive to fly, 
My. Wing's too weak, nor can TI riſe fo high. 
For 'tis not every-one can paint a War, 
How Tron Armies dreadful gay'appear ; 
The Galli falling by a braver force, 
Or wounded- Parthians tutmbling from their Horſe. 
Tet Thu, far ſuch the wiſe Lucius ſhow'd” 
Great Scipio, may ſt deſcribe him juſt and good: 
Well, when Occaſion ſerves my Muſe defigns 
To try that way, but my-unpoliſh'd lines, 
Unleſs by chance'a happy Time'appears, © 
Will never paſs the judging Cz/ars Ears, 
Whom if you'try: to ſtroak, He's free from Pride, 
And kicks you off, ſecure on-every ſide ; 
And this is better than with railiug Rhimes, 
Tolaſh the faults and follies of the Times, 
Since all think they are hit, and all reſent, 
And hate Thee, tho perhaps They are notmeant. 

2, What ſhall | do 2.” * 
As moſt Men have their humors I have mine; 
Milonius Dances when He's tull of Wine: 
Pllux an Foot, on Horſe-back'Caſtor fights ; 
As many Men, ſo many their delights: 
I love to Rhime, and have a railing Wit, 
And chooſethe way that wiſe Lucas writ: 
He did to's Book, as toa Truſty Friend, 
His ſecret Vertues, and his faults commend. 
And when a good or faulty' deed was done, 
He truſted them with ithat, and them alone; + /* © + 
And hence his Books do all his Lite explain, ? 
As if we faw him-live it o'er again. 
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This Man Iimitate ; but what I am 

Faith I can't tell, nor know from whence I came ; 
For whether I my Birth t 4ppulia owe, "þ 
Or to Lucania; faith 'tis hard to know, 

Since we Yenuſians live between theſe two ; 4d 
Plac'd here, as Tales of Ancient Fame relate, 


When the Sahe/7; bow'd to ſtronger Fate, 

On this {ide to ſecure. the Roman State : 

Leſt fiexce Appulian or Lucanian Arms, 

Should take-them unprovided for 4larms. 

3. But yet this Pen of mine ſhall never wound 

If unprovok'd, yet {till FI keep my ground, | 

Ready for all aſſaults, make this my guard, 

And ſtand on-my defence; and be prepar'd, 

As with a Sword yet ſheath'd, but never draw 

Unleſs aſſaulted, to keep Rogues in Awe. (Peace, 
Grant bounteous Heaven, Oh grant me welcome 
Oh grant this Sword ofmine might ruſt in caſe! 

Let none hurt Peaceful Me with envious Tongue, 
For if he does, He ſhall repent the wrong : | 

The warning's fair, his Vices ſhall be ſhown, 

# And Life expos'd to all the Cens'ring Town ; 

- Afﬀronted Cervizs threatens Suits of Law, 

Canidia Charms to keep her Foes in Awe, 

And Pretor 7urius when he bears a grudge, 

It Thou ſhalt plead a Canſe when He is Judge - 

Each fights with that with which he can prevail, 

| And powerful Nature thus inſtructs us all. 

| = The Wolves with Teeth; with Horns the Bulls begin: 
And whence but from a ſecret guide within | 

Let Sceva have ( far:this he counts a wrong) 
A Mother, that He thinks will live too long , 


His 
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His pious Hand ſhall never wound her Heart, 

No wonder this, 'tis not his proper Art. 

A Woolf ne'er kicks, with Teeth a Bull neer kills, 

But ſhe ſhall take a Doſe of poifon'd Pills. - 

In ſhort then, whether I live long or no, 

Or Rich, or Poor, howe'er my Fortunes go; 

Live here at Rome, or baniſh'd take my flight, 

Whatever is my ſtate of Lite, I'll write : 

W.1IL, Sir, Tſee your Life then can t be long, 

Some great Ones,faith, will ſtop your railing Tongue. 
4. How, Sir, Lucilzus that did firſt ingage 

In writing Satyrs, and that laſh'd the Age, 

And ſtripr our Foplings of their Lyons skin, 

In which they look'd fo gay, all foul within. 

Did Leliw, or did Scipio hate his Muſe 2 

Or ſtorm, when He Mere/lus did abuſe > 

The Great-ones, and the Crowd did difcommend, 

And valued Vertue only, and her Friend 2 

No, no, They treat:d him, and thought him good, 

And when remov'd from buſineſs, and the Crowd, 

Would keep him Company, would laugh and jeſt, 

And ſport until their little Meat was dreſs'd. 

Whate'er I am, altho Imuſt ſubmit 

To wiſe Lucilivs, in Eſtate and Wir, 

Yet | with Great ones live, this all confeſs, 

And envy, tho unwilling, grants no lefs. 

And tho ſhe thinks we ſoft, will find me tough, 

And break her Teeth, for I have ſtrength enough ; 

I hope, 7rebatzus, this you grant is true, © 

Tes, Sir, but tis my pious Care for Tou, 

My Love that makes me give you this advice, 

Take heed of Scandal, Horace, and be wiſe. 

- -® £55" —_— a6, Well 
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Well, Sir;-#1any ſcand'louſly.derides, 

Then let him fuffer as the Law provides, 

Tf juſtly;-mighty C2/ar is his Friend, 

He loves ſuch':Poems; and be:will defend; 

And thus if You, a Man of ſpotleſs Fame, 

.Shall laſh-another, that deſerves the ſhame - 

And Hg grows mad, Indifts or Sues Thee for't, 


The fooliſh Action ſhall be turn'd to ſport; 
He lavgh d and jeer'd at, You diſcharg d the Court. 


—— .—_ — 


SATYR Il 
| The Heads of the Second Satyr, 


(1.) The profit of a ſpare Diet. (2. The Difference 
between that and a ſerdid 1able. (3.) The at 
vantages of it, in reſpett of Mind and Body. 


64) Againſt ' Luxury. CG) 7 brift, the Leſt [a> 
eeTELY againſt Fortune. 


I. Ow great a Vertue 'tis, how great a good, 
To live content, and with a little Food, 
(Thele are not mine, but wiſe Ofelus Rules, 

An honeſt Man, but yet unlearn'd in Schools) 
Learn not when full, or when a ſumptuous Feaſt, 
| With ſhow and fight diſturbs the eager Gueſt : 

| Qrelſe oppreſs and leave the eaſie mind [ 


Averſe to Good, and to ill Rules inclin'd, 
But ſeek with me, before that Thou haſt din' d. 
And why this Caution 2 Jir, 11] freely tell, 
Brib'd Judges neer Examine Cauſes well ; 
at | INV YO. Go 
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Go take ſome Exerciſe, purſue the Chace, 

Or Hunt, ride the great Horſe, or run a Race, 
Handle the Roman Arms, thoſe heavier far 
Than Gi@ctan Toys, or elſe go throw the Bar 

Or play at Ball, be eager at the ſport, | 

And make thy Game ſeem pleaſant, and but ſhort. 
Now when this Exerciſe hath made Thee ſweat, c 


And rais'd thy Stomach,and thou-fain would'ſt cat, 

Then ſcorn to taſt unleſs 'tis dainty Meat : 

When thirſty, then at common drink repine, 

Nor taſt a drop but of the Nobleſt Wine : 

Beſides the Butler's gone abroad to play, 

No coſtly Fiſhes can be caught to day ; 

The Winds defend them, and the Seas are rough, 

Then Bread and Salt will pleaſe thee well enough. - 

Hew ſo 2 And prithee bow can this be done? «© Þ 

Why,Sir, the pleaſure that's in eating known, © 

Is not 1th' Meat, but in thy ſelf alone. wo, 

Make ExS#rciſe thy Sawce, let that excite, | 

For flegmy and a ſqueaſy Appetite F 

Nor Trout, nor Tench, nor Oiſters can delight. 

Yet I ſhall ſcarce perſwade our curious Men, | 

Let me adviſe, and talk, and talk agen, * 6 

Not to eat Peacock, rather than a Hen. 

For they are prejudicd becauſe the price 

Is great, and his gay Fathers pleaſe the Eyes : 

AS1f thoſe- made it better ; do'{t Thou Feaſt 

On thoſe praisd Plumes 2 And do thoſe fill in 

gueſt, 

Or doth it look as gawdy when 'tis dreſt - 

Then ſince Hens fleth' is quite. as good, 'tis plain 

The Peacock is preterr'd for's gawdy Train. * 
of ut 
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But & grant ſome diflerence bere, yet how do'ſt know 
It this fame Pike be River Fiſh or no - 2 
Cavght here in 77bur, or in open Seas, 

For Thou'do'ſt make a difference too in theſe ; 
Mad Fool, thou praiſeſt Mullets vaſtly great, 
Which thou muſt maſh, &er thou. canſtdreſs or eat: 
The greatneſs pleaſes then, yet all diſlike : 
Some bigger Fiſh, and ſcorn the larger Pike - 
Pray what's the Cauſe ofthis > Oh / let me ſee, 
Perhaps becauſe, as Natures Laws Decree, 
One uſually is ſmall, the other great ; 

Men ſeldom hungry ſcorn the common Meat : 

But fays the Glutton, I love a larger Fiſh, 

it looks ſo Noble in a Lordly Dith. 

Zut you moiſt Winds now hear, be kind and good, 
Corrupt their Meat, and taint their coſtly Food : 

Tho 'tis but newly taken taint their Boar, 

And let their Rbombus ſtink: c'er brought to ſhore ; 
When plenty too profuſe in vain invites, % | 
And ſtrivesto raiſe the {queaſy Appetites. 

When the full Glutton ſtrives in vain to eat, 

And takes ſharp Herbs before his dainty Mear; 

We do not always feed on Soal and Boar, 

But uſe cheap Eggs,and Olives 'micſt our ore, 
So greateſt Feaſts have ſomething that is poor. 

Firſt Gallio's Kitchin infamous did grow C 
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For dreſling Sturgeon, 'twas not long ago, 

What had the Sea then fewer Soals than now 2 
No, but the Soals did then ſecurely reſt, | 
Then nothing did but'Winds and Waves moleſt, 
And the x oor Stork liv'd ſafely in his Neſt : 
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w- [Until a Pretor taught us how to uſe | 
Theſe Things, and made us foolithly profuſe: 

| FAnd fo if one would bring new forts of Food, 

And ſtoutly fay, a roaſted Moor-hex's good : 
Oar Fops would imitate, and praiſe his skill, 

t: | Our Fops that are fo eaſie bent to ill. 

© 2. Afordid Table, and a thrifty one, 
Ofellus thinks diſtin, in vain they ſung 
One Vice, that to the other madly run : 
Old 4Aviden, Sur-nam'd 7he Dog, eats Sloe?, > 
And Olives five years old, as bad as thoſe. 
Theſe are his Meat, and all the Wine He drinks. 
Is Prick'd and foul ; his Oil corrupt,and ſtinks : 
And that ( when very fine, when neatly dreſt, 
And at a Birth-day, or a Marrage Feaſt, 
When He would be Profuſe, and Prodigal) 
He pours himſelf upon his little Cale : 
Well then, what would you have aWiſe Man do > 
What Table keep 5 you have propos d me Two ; 
And which, Sir, muſt I imitate of theſe ? 
The choire is hard, and it is hard to pleaſe; 
vir, He lives well that keeps the middle State, 
And neither leans too much to this, nor that: 
Such when he bids his Slaves do this and this, - 
And task them too, as'every Maſter his, : 
Will not be cruel as old 4lbutzus is : 
Nor yet like Nzvius when he makes a Feaſt, : 


With coſtly Ointment will He waſh hisgueſt, 
For that too is a fault, a vice at lealt : 
3- Now learn what good attends a ſparing Meal, 


What pleaſure, and what profit : Firſt thou'rt well, 
» Thy 
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Thy Health improv'd, thy Body free from pain ; -- 
But now that meat confusd doth hurt a Man, 
Thou haſt Experience, and ſufficient proof; 

* One ſingle Diſh did feed Thee well enough, | 
Thy Stomach took it,but when boil'd with ſtew'd W 


Fleſh mix'd with Fiſh, the indigeſted load 
Is turn'd to Gall or Flegm, and ſpoils the Blood : A 
Obſerve how ſickly and how pale the Gueſts, 


How diſcompos'd they riſe from ſumptuous Feaſts z : 
Reſides, the Body by the wild excels, W 


Enfeebled, doth the nobler Mind oppreK, A 
It clogs i, and it makes its motions dull, 

And fixes here-the breath of Heaven, the Soul : 
The others go to Bed, juſt cloſe their Eyes, 

Such little ſlumber Nature's wants ſupplies, 6 
Then vig rous to their proper buſinels riſe. 

Yet Thoſe can have their ſparing Meals increaſs'd 
On Holidays, or when they treat a Gueſt, ( , 
Or woulq indulge, and when they pleaſe to Feaſt. 
Beſides, old Age will come, and that muſt crave, 
A fofter treatment far than Youth ſhould have : 
But Thou, when fickneſs comes, ot feeble Age, 
In vaindo'ſt hope, fond 7outh, to calm their rage, 
By foſter uſage, fm thou dot enjoy 

The fafteſt, whilſt a young and vig rous Boy : 
The Ancients did commend their ſtinking Boar, 
Yet got but that their ſmell was good as Qurs, 
But cauſe they thought ir tetter tar to ſtay, 
(That was the thriftier, and the nobler way) _ 
And. keep it till their tardy Gueſt was come, 
Thea cat it ſweet, and by themſelves at home : 


© Theſe, 
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Theſe, theſe were Heroes, theſe were generous Men, 
And Oh that Nature had producd me then : 
4:Doſt Thou regard thy Fame which charms our 
Ears, 
With ffter Muſick than the ſweeteſt Airs 2 
Take heed, Luxurious Living ruins that, 
And waſts thy Name. as much asthy Eſtate-: 
It makes thy Neighbours angry, Friendsdiſtruſt, 
And Thee thy-ſelt unto thy felt unjuſt, 
When Thou ſhalt 'wiſh for Death, of all bereft ; 
And not enough to buy a Halter's left : 
Tis true, to ſome. this is a juſt reproof, 
This may be ſaid to Tarſius wel/ enough ; 
But not to Me ;\ Tam ſecure from fate, - 


For my Revenut' s large, my Wealth'ts great, 
Enough to keep three Kings, a vaſt Eſtate. 
Then 1s there no way elle to ſpend thy Store ? 
Why ſince thou'rt Rich, isany good Man Poor 2 
Why are not ruin'd ſhrines rebuilt 2, And why ©: 
Doth not thy Wealth thy Neighbours wants ſup- 
ply 2 | 
Or hath thy Country this ſuperfluous Coin 2! A 
What meaſure hath 1t from this heap of Thine# | 5:5. 
Kind fortune {till, forſooth, ſhall ſmile on 00G FH 
O tyture ſport, unto thine Enemy! | S; 
And Which is better able to endure 
Uncertain Chance-?, And which lives moſt Goeure' D 
He that doth never Fortune's ſmiles diſtruſt, 191 
But Pampers up himſelf, and feeds his Luſt 2; +1 
Or He thar lives on lirtle now, 'and ſpares, 3 oH4 
And wilely when. tis Peace, provides tor Wars 2 


: But 
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But by one inſtance to confirm this Truth, 

I knew Ofe//zs when 1 wasa youth 5 | 
Then He was Rich, yet 'mid(t his greateſt Store 
He liv'd as now, ſince Rapine made him Poor : 
Now you may ſee him with his Wife and Son; 
Till that Eſtate for hire which was his own :. 
He Plows, he Sweats, and ſtoutly digs for Bread; 
Contented ſtill, and as he wrought, He faid, 

On working Days I never us'd to eat 

But Cale and Bacon, that was all triy Meat : 

But when an old and honeſt Fr.end of mine, 
Orelſe my welcome Neighbours came to dine ; 
When it was rainy, or my work was done, 

We feaſted noton coftly Fiſh from Town ; 

But took what I could eaſily provide 

From my own Field, a Pullet or a Kid: bs 
And then for ſecond courſe ſome Grapes were preſs, 
Or. Nuts, or Figs, and that was all my Feaſt : ( 
And after this we drank a Health or two, | 

As faras harmleſs ſober mirth-would go; 

And then thank'd Ceres for our preſent cheet, -' 

And beg'da plenteous Crop the following year : 

And now let Forrunefrown, I ſcorn her force; 
How-can ſhe make our way of living worſe 2 

Have we not had enough ſince we grew poor: q J 
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Have we liv d worſe; My Sos, than heretofore, 

Betore a Stranger came, and ſeiz'd my ſtore 

For Nature doth-not Me or Him create 

The proper Lord of fuch and ſuchEftate ; © 
He forc'd us -out, and doth poſſeſs my Plain; * 
Ancther cheat ſhall force him ont again, '' 
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"TJ Or quircks in Law, or when thoſe fears are paſt, 
\ {| Hislong-liv'd Heir ſhall force him out at laſt : 
That-which was once Ofe/us Farm is gone, 
Now call d /mbreza's, but 'tis no Mans own : 
None hath the Property, it comes and goes, 
| As merry Chance, or ſtubborn Fates diſpoſe, 
2d; | As God thinks fit, and his firm Nods Decree, 
Now to be usd by Others, now by Me: 
Then live reſolv'd, my Sons, refuſe to yield, | 
And when Fates preſs make Conſtancy your ſhield, 
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Ti:e Heads of the Third Satyr; 


(1.) The Stoicks chide him for his Lazineſs. 
(2.) According to the Stoicks Opinion all are mad. 
(3.) The Covetous are mad. (4.) The Ambiti- 
ous. (5.) The Spend-thrifts. (6.) Lovers. 
(7.)The Superſtitious. (8.) Concerning his own 
humor. 


L. OU write fo ſeldom, ſ-arce four ſheets a 
year, | 

A lazy Writer, but a Judge ſevere ! 

Stdl mending, and-reviſing every Line, 

Still vex'd that after all thy Sleepand Wine, 

Yet nothing comes that doth appear to be + 

Worth publick view-: What will become of Thee 2 
M 198 o You 
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You here at Winters trit approach did come, 


And left the Mirth; and drunken Feaſts of Rome : | 
Then ſober now write ſomething as-you vow'd,- 7; 
Write ſomething that,may make thy promiſe god; 


Begin, nought eomes, thou doſt in vain accuſe 
Fhy Paper, Pen, and Ink, and; angry Muſe : 
And yet, you feem'd/to promite ſomething great 
If cer you came'to your warm Country. Seat. 
Why comes Menander, Plato, Sophocles * ; 
And' why ſuch Learned Company as Theſe £ 
It'Thou defign'it to ſpend thy time in Eaſe - 
What, wilt Thou -write no more to live exempt 


From Envy - Blockhead, Thou ſhalt mect Contempt : 


The Siren ſloth thou maſt reſolve #o ſhun, 
Or loſe that Fame thy better life has won. 
Thanks, Damafippus; thou art grave, and wiſe, 
And ttt the Geds bejtow ("tis a ſmall price) 
A Barber. on thre for thy good advice: 
But how came you to know my mind ſo well 2 

Thy: once I Traded till my Stock was gone, c 


- 


And now I mind, as here I live in Town, 

Others concerns ſince l have loſt.my own. 

For heretofore I drove a mighty Trade — 
In Ancient Pieces, knew what Piece was made ' 
By fuch-an Artiſt, and could tell what part | 
WasTudely drawn, and-What agreed with Art. \, / 
Then fold them dear, I had the only skill b 
To purchaſe Lands; and/with Advantage till. /\* 


And hence among/the Crowd my'Natne was known} 


The Mercury, the Tradtr of the Town : 
All this I know, ard winder now tOvitw 0013 


The Change © Why, Sir, & fancy ſtrangely New /! © / 
TY « ' Hath 
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Hath cur'd the Old : Thus from another part, 


» | As Head or Side, pain falls into the Heart. 


od; 
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2. Thus this Lethargick ſometimes leaves his Bed, 


"1 In frantick fits, and breaks the Doctor's Head. 


Well, Sir, ſuppoſe Tou bent as mad as He, 
And beat me roo, be what you pleaſe to be. 
Good Sir, do not deceive your ſelf, for You, 
And all, if what Stertinius fays be true, 
Are mad : He taught me This when firſt He cheer'd 
My drooping Mind, and bad me wear this Beard. 
For when by Trading I was quite undone, 
This bridge I mounted and refolv'd to drown : 
But He, Cehus Chance would have it for tay good) 
And in a lucky time cry'd. Youth forbeari(fi&od near 
"Tis fooliſh modeſty tliat makes Thee dread, 
Amongſt Mad-men to be accounted Mad : 
For firſt inquire what madneſs is, and ſee 
If every Man be not as mad as Thee, 
Altho they look ſo grave, and feern ſo Wiſe, 
Then go and hang thy ſelf, that's my advice: 

He who's to Folly or to Vice inclin'd, 
Or whom dark Ignorance of Truth doth blind, 
The S:ozcks call him mad; thus every one, ) 
Whether he holds the Plough, or fills the Throne, 
Is counted mad, but their Wiſe-mex alone: 
Some call Thee mad, but thoſe that call Thee ſo, 
Obſerve, Ill prove them quite as mad as You : 
As Men that loſe their ways in Woods, divide ; 
Some go on this, and ſome on t other fide, 
The Error is the ſame, all miſs the Road, 
Altho in different Quarters of the Wood. 


. 4 E e Thus 


|. Old Stathes ; true, for what's more plain than 
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Fhus as they call thee, think that thou art mad ; _ 
| But thoſe that call thee fo are quite as bad. 

For firſt, one ſort of madnels is to fear 

When nothing frights, and when no danger's near ; 
As if when'on an even Field he goes, 

He ſhould complain that Flames and Rocks oppoſe; 
Others, altho through different ways They run, >. 
Are quite as Mad, for they ruſh boldly on, 6 
Thro Flames.and boiſterous Seas to be undone. 

And tho his Miſtreſs, Siſter,, Father, Wife 

Should cry, 4h Dear, be cautious of thy Life ; 
Look, there's a Ditch, take heed : He hears nomore 
Than drunken Furius did, when heretofore 

He ated Hecuba, a lazy drone, 

He fell aſleep, and ſlept ſecurely on, 

Nor could be wak'd, tho Cazier's voice did rage, 
And Mother, hear, [call thee, crack'd the Stage : 
Now grant this Madneſs I deſign to ſhow, 

If this Man's mad, then all the World is ſo. 

Firſt Damaſippus's mad, becauſe he buys 
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This ?..-: | 
Is be that truſts him ſober 2 grant he is : 
Suppoſe here take this Sum of Gold, I faid, 
I never do expe to be repaid, 
Are you mad-it you take it 2 No, but more 
: Tf you negke&t this eafie offer'd ſtore, 
| For twenty Bonds on cheating Nerexs draw, 
| - *Tis not enough, add all the chains of Law 
| Cicuta can invent to hold him faſt, 
| This Protens will avoid theſe Bands at laſt ; 


. This 
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"This Proteus Debtor, tor when e'er you bring 
Your Action, he's a'Stone, or any thing, 

A Bore, a Bird, a Tree ; He will eſcape 

And ſtill deride Thee in a borrow'd ſhape. 

Now if He's mad that waſts, and ſober He 

That gets, 'Pezillus is more mad than Thee, 

Who truſts thee fo, and lets his Stock decay, 

By lending more than you deſign tv pay. | 
Sit {till and hear, thoſe whom proud thoughts do 
h {well, | | 

Thoſe that look pale by loving Coin too well 
Whom Luxury Corrupts, or fancy'd fears. 

Oppreſs, and empty ſuperſtitious Cares; 

Or any other Vice diſturbs, draw near, 

Tl prove that all are mad ; fit ſtill, and hear. 
3. Firſt give the Covetous, the >. Doſe: : 


Of Hellebore, or rather let's ſuppoſe 

That whole Amticyra is defign'd for thoſe. * 
Saberivs Heirs did write upon' his Grave, 

How much He left, what Legacies he gave, x 
Or They muſt give, as He by Will allow'd, 3 
Two hundred Fencers to delight the Crowd, 

And coſtly Treats as great as Arrus wou d; ©: 

And Corn as much as Africk yields a year: Y* 

Now whether this be well, or ill, forbear 

To cenſure mie, and be not too ſevere : 

For Saberas, I think, was wiſe enough 

To know'that he deſery'd and fear'd reproof ; 
What did He mean when te his Heir injoin'd, 

To write on's Tomb how much He left behind ? 

Why whilſt he liv'd he thought the being Poor 
Was heinous, and avoided nothing more ; 
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 And\ſhould be guilty of a damn'd exceſs, 

If he had left behind one farthing leſs. 

For Honor, Vertue, Fame, and all Divine 

And Humane Things muſt follow lovely Coin ; 

And he that gets but that is any thing, 

What c'er he pleaſe, Juſt, Valiant, Wiſe, a King. 

And this, He thought,like Vertuous Ads, would raife 

His Fame, and get him an Immorta] praiſe. 

This was his:thought of Wealth ; ZZow far from this 

Did Ariſtippus think and do with his ? 

Who bad bis Slaves, as He ver Lybia paſt, 

Leave all his Wealth, becauſe it flopp'd his haſt. 

Which was moſt mad 2 Sir, that Example's vain, 

That ſolves old doubts by raiſing more again. 

He that-buys Harps, and throws his Wealth away 

On Pipes, yet never does deſign to play : 

He that buys Awls, and Laſts, yet doth not know, 

And ne'er deſigns to try to make a Shooe. 

Or Ships, and Oars, 'yet is averſe to Trade, 

All, andthere's Reaſon for't, would count him Mad. 

And what's He better, that ſtill ftrives for ow © 


Still heaps up Wealth, yet cannot uſe the Store, 
But fears to, touch, as if 'twere Sacred Ore. 

He that all-Night lies ſtretch'd on heaps of Wheat, 
And watches what he does not dare to eat, 

With Bull in hand ; yet after all this pain, 

Tho 'tis is own, he cannot touch a Grain. 

But ſtill on: Haws, and bitter Herbs doth Dine ; 
And tho his Cellar's ſtor'd with racy Wine, 

Drinks Vinegar ; and thoextreamly old, 

Yet lies on Straw, or Flocks, and lies a-cold ; 
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Whilſt his embroider'd Silks, and coſtly Cloths, 

Lie rotting in his Cheſts, and feed the Moths. 
'Yet few do think theſe mad, for moſt like Theſe, 
Are ſick and troubled with the ſame Diſeaſe : 
What,doſt thou keep it for thy ſquandring Boy, 

Or for thy Slave, old Chuff, and neer enjoy 2 

He'll drink it out, and prove a mad Gallant : 

Or do'it thou keep't leſt thou thy ſelfſhould'ſt want> 
Ohb'Fool ! how little would thy Money walt, 


If thou on better Cale and Oil did it feaſt 2 

' Wore better Cloths, and wert more neatly dreſt> 
If thou canſt live upon this little Store, 

pe doſt thou ſwear, and lye, and cheat for more 2 
And are you Sober 2 If you walk'd the Street, 
Throw Stones, and fight, and juſtle all you meet, 
Or ſtab your Slaves, you would be quickly known, 
Call'd Mad by every Boy and Girl 1th' Town. 

Now thou doſt hang thy Wife, and give a Pull 

To thy own Mother, art thou Sober itil - 

For why 2 Thou doſt not do this impious deed, Y' 
At Argos Town, nor doſt thou make her bleed | 
With a ſharp Sword, as mad Ore/tes did. | 
And doſt thou think Oreftes, heretofore, 
After He ſtain'd his Sword in's Mother's gore, c 
Grew mad alone, and was not mad before 2 / 
Yet after that, when you ſuppoſe him Mad, 

What did he do » And were his Actions bad 2 

What did He do, that you dare diſcommend 2 

He neither ſtabb'd his Siſter, nor hisFriend, 

But only as his Frenzy forcd, did call 

Qne Rogue, the other Witch, and that was all. 
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Opimius that old Chuft, and richly poor, 
' Who: wanted &'en the Wealth he had in ſtore : 
T hat on Feaſt-daysdid meaneſt Wine provide 


In Earthen Jugs, and Lees on all beſide ; 
Lay mn a Lethargy, all hope was gone, 


And now his joyful Heir ran up and down, 

And fiez'd the Keys and Cheſts as all his own. 

This the kind Doctor ſaw, and this deſign oc 

He usd for Cure, he brought a Table in, 

And order'd ſome to tumble o'er his Coin : | 

This rous'd him, Then he crys, Sir your undone, 

Wake Sir, and Watch, or elſe your Money's gone : 

Your Heirs will fieze it : What whilft I'm alive 2 

Then: wake and ſhow it; Sir, come, come revive. 

What muſt I do » Eat, Sir, What are you loath 2 * 

Pray take'this little Diſh of Barley Broth. 

FWhat doth it coſt > Not much upon my word, 

How much pray 2 Why Two Groats: Two Groats ! 
Oh Lord / 

'Tis the ſame thing to me to be undone 

By, Thieves or Phyfick, Doftor I'll have none. 

Who's Sober > He that's not fooliſh, that's my Rule. 

What ts the Covetous ? Both Mad and Fool. '_ 

Shppoſe T am not Covetous, an I 

Sreight Sober 2 No ; Why Sir > Tl tell thee why : 

Huppole the Doctor ſays, this Patient's Thighs 

Are free from pain, What may he therefore riſe 2 

No, tho his Thighs are free, yet violent pains © 

May vex his Side, his Kidneys, or his Brains, 

90 this Man neither Covets, nor Forſwears, 

He is:not Perjur'd, let him thank his Stars ; 
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But He is Laviſh, he is Bold and Proud, 
Then to Anticyra let him croſs the Flood : 
For 'tis as great a.fault to be profule, 

As 'tis to get, andkeep, and never uſe. 
Opidins did, as Story goes, divide | 
His Farms between his Sons before he dy'd ; 

And faid, and as he faid he gravely ſmil'd, 
My 4ulus I obſerv'd thee from a Child ; 
And when I faw thee Careleſs of thy Toys, 
And free to give thy Nutsto other Boys : 
And you 7iberius tell them oer and oer, 
And hoard them up, and ftill encreaſe thy Store : 
I fear'd both mad, would different Vices chule, 


And one be Covetous, and one Profuſe. 


Therefore I charge you both by all that's dear, 
As You my Bleſling love, and Curſes fear, 
That neither You encreaſe your ſmall Eſtate, 
Nor You conſume, but live content. on that ; 
For that will all your proper wantsſupply, 
And Nature thinks enough as well as I. 

And leſt You be Ambitious, hear my. Oath, 
Obſerve, I leave this Curſe upon 'you Both : 
He that of You ſhall be Z#4ilis firſt, 

Or elſe a Pretor, let him be accurſt ; 


| What would'ſtthou waſt thy Wealth » ſpend every 


Groat 
To Bribe the heedleſs Crowd, and get their Vote 2 
That when thy Fathers Lands, his Ancient Rent, 
And all the Money he hath lett, is ſpent, 
Poor naked Mad-man, thou may it only gain 
A Brazen Statue, or a gawdy Train : 
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Or be as fam'd (thus once the foolith Aſs 
Would be a Lyon) as great Agrippa was 2? 
4. Great Agamemnon, why did you forbid 
A Tomb for Ajax 2 Why 2 Becanſe I did: 
T am a King, what I command is right, 
And juſt : Well, I a private Man Submit ; | 
Tet if I ſeemunjuſt, and too ſevere, | 

Let any ſpeak, and I will fairly hear. 
Great King, may'ſt thou a happy Reign enjoy, 
And have a fafe return from Conquer'd 7roy. 
And may I freely ask, and anſwer Thee 2 
Thou ſhalt, ſpeat what Thou wilt, Thou may (4 be free. 

_ Then whiy doth 4jax, He the Stout, the 0 
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And who fo oft the Grecian Ships did fave, 
Achilles Second, rot without a Grave ? 

That joyful Troy, and Priam laugh to ſee, 

That He, by' whom their Youth,that mighty He i 
Isnow deny'd himſelf a Grave by Thee 2 

Why. 2 He ſlew Flocks'ef Sheep oer all the Field, 
And when in's Frantick fits, he thought He kill 4 
My Brother, Me, Ulyſſes ; and He ſmil '!! ; 

And You, when You your lovely Daughter led 
To Sacrifice, 'and oer her weeping head | 

You pour'd the Salt and Meal, was ſober {till - 
Why not 2 When Frantick 4jax ſtrove to kill { 
The Innocent Flocks, how wasthe Adion ill - 

He curs'd the both 4trides much 'tis true, J 
But never cenupon Zlyſes drew, G 
Nor Wife, nor Innocent Son, nor Brother flew : 
But I toget a Wind appeas d the God, ' + \ 
To have my Navy Sail I offer d Blood, 


o Thy 
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Thy own Blood Frantick, *twas that did Atone : 
My.own, but yet not Frantick, tho my opn : 

He that ſhall take apparent Good with Bad, 

Confus'dly mix'd, muſt be accounted Mad, 

And 'tisall one, whate'er theſe Crimes begin, 
Whether 'tis rage or folly makes him fin : 

Whilſt 4jax kills the harmleſs flocks you blame; 

He's mad ; whilſt Thou defign'dly finſt for fame, 
And empty Titles, art thou not a Fool ? 

Art Sober, whilſt Ambition ſwells thy Soul > 
If one ſhould bear a Lamb about the Town, 

Allow her a Sedan, and gawdy Gown, 

Call her his Daughter, Slaves and Gold provide, 
And a ſtout, Husband for the Youthful Bride, 

The Law would fieze that wealth he wildly ſpends, 
And give it to the care of Sober Friends. 
And He that kills his Daughter for a Lamb, 

'Canſt thou pretend him Sober > Oh for ſhame ? 

Then where there's folly, greateſt madneſs rules, 

And wicked Men muſt needs be frantick Fools ; 

He muſt be mad that Courts an empty Name, 

A very Bedlam He, that's Slave to Fame, 

5.Now next the Fodliſh Spexd-thrift's caſe propoſe; 

That he is mad &'en common Reaſon ſhows ; 

The Sqaire when come of Age, He takes his Land, 
Amazd with Wealth, he fends his ſtrict Command, 
Be't known te Al! that T have an Eſtate, e 


And therefore let the' Pimps and Tradeſmen wait 
To morrow Morning early at my Gate ; 


What then 2 A Thouſand come at his deſire, 
And thus the crafty Pimp beſpeaks the Squire ; 


» We're 
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We're proud to ſerve you, Sir, and all thar's Ours, 

Thrice Noble Squire, ſend when you pleaſe 'tis Tours, 

And thus the eaſie Squire replies again, 

Good honeſt Men, you take a World of Pain : 

Touwdtch in Snow to catch a Boar for Me, 

And Tou fiſh for Me in the boiſterous Sea : 

Whilſt I'm a Drone unworthy this Eſtate, 

Therefore do Tow take this, and Ton take that ;; 

And Tou theſe Farms, I freely give Tou Theſe, 

That I may uſe thy Wife, when er I pleaſe ; 

A coſtly Gem from his Mezella's Ear, 

FEſop's looſe Son diflolv'd in Vinegar, 

And drank it down, - and then profuſely laugh'd, 

To think he drank a Province at a draught. 

Was't not as mad as to have thrown the Gem . 

Into a Common-ſhore, or muddy Stream > © ; 

The Sons of Arrus, thoſe of high renown, b; 
] 
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Tlioſe famous Bully-Brothers, of the Town : 

The moſt agreeing Pair in every Vice, | 
Still fed on Nightingales of coſtly Price, c 
And were thoſe Mad or Sober, Fools or Wiſe 2 

* 6. Itany grown a Man delights to raiſe 

Dirt Pies, and like a Child, at Puſh-pin plays. 
Yokes Ratsand Mice unto a little Plough, | 
And rides upon an Hobby-Horſe, or ſo, 

\ Sure he is mad : Now I can prove with eaſe, 
That Loveisa more childiſh Thing than Theſe: 
And 'tis all one whether you Sport or Toy. | 
Flay wanton Tricks, as when a little Boy, 

Or court and labour for a. jiking Miſs, | 

Grow Pale and Whine : For let me ask thee this, 


: Canſt 


= 
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Canſt thou, like Po/emor reclaim'd, remove 
Thy foppiſh dreſs, thoſe Symptoms of thy Love ; 
As He when drunk, and GarJanids round his head, 
Chanc'd once to hear the Sober as read, . 
Aſham'd he took his Garlands off, began *' 
Another Courſe, and grew a ſober Man ? 
Offer an Apple to a peeviſh Boy, 
He will refuſe it ; here my -pretty Joy, | 
Come prethee take it : No Sir, 7 1/ have none : 
Yet, if unoffer'd, he will beg for One. 
Like him's the Lover, who hath ask'd in vain, 
Doubting if eer he ſhould return again : | 
Altho deſir'd, when he would gladly, wait, 
Unask'd, and linger at the hated Gate : 
Now /he invites, and Swears ſhe will be kind: 
What ſhall T go, or rather cure my Mind ? 
She ſhuts me out, then asks me to return. 

What ſhall T go > No though ſhe begs, I'll ſcorn, 
But lo, his wiſer Slave did thus reprove, 
Sir, Reaſon muſt be never us'd in Love : 
Its Laws unequal, and its Rules unfit C 


For Love's a thing by Nature oppoſite 
To Common Reaſon, Common Sence, and Wit, 
All that's in Love's unſteddy empty, vain, | 
There's War and Peace, and Peace and War again. 
Now He that ſtrives to ſettl? ſuch as Theſe, 
Meer things of Chance, and faithleſs as the Seas. 
He were as good deſign to be 4 Fool 
| By Art and Wiſdom, and be mad by Rul?, 
And "cauſe thy Nut (a ſign that thou ſhalt prove F 
A happy Man, and Conqueror in thy Love) C 
\ Preſt thro thy fingers, ſtrikes the Roof above ; 


You 
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You leap for joy, unable to contain, MY Kit 


Is that the Action of a ſober Man 2? 

And when tho old, and ſo the wiſer grown, 
You prattle with her in a Childiſh Tone - 
Art thou not mad as He, that loves his Toys, 
And plays at Puſh-pin with the little Boys > 
To this add all therage of wild defire, 
The Murders that attend this frantick fire ; 
Obſerve, poor Nerus lately ſtruck his Miſs, 


Then kill'd himſelf, what do'ſt thou think of This 2 


Was this Man Frantick > Or will you allow 
"That He was ſober 2 in his Wits like you > 
Yet freely grant him guilty of a Sin > 

To the fame thing adapting words akin 2 

7. A Libertine, and old, ran every day 
To all the Temples in the Town to pray : 
Faſting he went, and he was neatly dreſt, 

His hands were clean, and he had one requeſt : 
Grant ye kind Gods, grant I may always live, 

It is an eafie thing for Tou to give. 

Now he that fold him, might have fafely ſworn, 
He's found both Wind and Limb as cer was born, 
But cheated, if He ſwore him ſound in Soul, 
And This Man too the S:ozcks count a Fool. 

The Mother whoſe dear Son had lain oppreſs'd, 
With violent Quartan half a year at leaſt ; j 
Gets up betimes, and prays,Thou mighty Jove, 
That doſt Diſeaſes bring, and doſt remove, * 
If thou wilt ſtop the Fity reſtore my Joy, 

And ſpare the Body of my loyely Boy, 
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At thy next Solemn Faſt, kind mighty God, "y 
C 
| 


[ vow, and I will make my promiſe good, 
[1 kt him naked in cold 7:4er's Flood. 
And now let Chance or Phyſick's ſtrength releaſe, 
Or Doctor's care ſuppreſs the ſtrong Diſeaſe, 
The Frantick Mother will perform her vow, 
And her weak Son into cold 7:ber throw ; 
And this brings a Relapſe and kills the Lad, 
And hath not Superſtition made her mad > . 
All this Szertinius taught me as a Friend, 
That Eighth Wiſe-man;; and I my ſelf defend 
By his learn'd Rules ; none vexes me in vain, 
Who calls me mad, I call him mad again : 
And He ſhall learn what He doth ſeldom mind, 
To ſee what a Fools Coat he wears behind. 
8. Well Stoick, may you ſell at dearer rate 
Tour Merchandiſe, and get your loft Eſtate ; 
$0 Tou ( for there are many ſorts) explain 
' What" kind of madneſs 'tis that heats my Brain, 
For ſure methinks Tam a ſober Mas. 
Doſt think 4gave when ſhe graſp'd the head 
Of her own Son, thought ſhe her ſelf was mad 2 
Well then I'm mad, tis true, but fain would know, 
Ozlige me Stoick once, and freely ſhow 
What kind of madneſs I'm additted to, 
Then learn, tho you are dwarfiſh, thin, and ſmall, 
You raiſe your ſelf to be accounted tall : 
Yet laugh when 7arbo in his Arms appears, 
Look*+how he ſtruts, and what a Port he bears } 
Tho He hath far a greater bulk than Thee, 
And therefore art thou not as vain as He 2 
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What &'er Mece@xas does, and 1s it true, 

That He is Rivall'd by Pedantick you 2 | 

When the old Frog was gone by:chance abroad, 

An 'Ox-came by and-on her young ones trod : 

. One ſcap'd, and told her that a mighty Beaſt, | 
Had trad upon her young, and-kill'd the reſt : He 
How big faid the > As big as 7 am now : 

And ſwells, 7es, yes, as big again-di Toa: | 
What bigger ſtill > And then ſhe ſwells again, 
7es, bigger, bigger, and you ſtrive in vain ; 
Towll never be as big,altho you ſwell | 

Until you burſt 5; This Image fits tliee well ; 
And thus to prove-thee Frantick all conſpire g 
Now add thy Poems, that is Otl, to Fire, Be 
Thoſe prove thee -mad, ifnothing elſe were ſhown ; 0 
If any Paet's ſober, thou art One, 


Thy malice conceal, but why do'ſt wear - 
A figer Suit than thy Eftate.-will bear ; 4 
F714 Damaſippus ; l-forbear to ſhew. 1x 
Thy burning Luſt,. 7he greater Mad-man Tow, 7; 
Spare me at laſtithe Lefſer of the Two. * ] I 
| ] 
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SATYR IV. 


The Argument of the Fourth Satyr. 


He makes Catius tell him the ſeveral Precepts that 
are to be obſerv'd in making a Feaſt, by this means 
ſhowing thoſe, that pride themſelves in this Art, 


to be very ridiculous. 


Hence Catius pray 2 aud whither > Sir I vow 


- I wiſh | had, but I ha'n't leifure now 


Better than what Pythazoras has ſhown, 


To tell my rules,the beſt that &'er were wo 


Or Plato taught ; but Sir I muſt be gone: 

I muſt confeſs twas rude Impertinence e 
To interrupt a buſy Man of Senſe 

At ſuch a time, but pardon the offence : 6 
For, Sir, what ever tis you have forgot, 
You'll mind again, and ſoon recal the thought ; 
Whether 'twas fixt ou Nature, or on Art ; 
For you are deeply Skill 'd in either part : 

I was conſidering how I ſhould retain 

What I have learn'd, it asks a ſubtle brain, 


A Man of deep contrivance, Senſe and thought, 


So fine the Precepts, and fo fnely wrought, 
His name, a Stranger, or a Roman tell, 


Ill ſing the Precepz, but the fan conceal., ( 


ſound, 


Chooſe Long Eggs till, for thoſe are hard and 
Cock-Eggs,more white and ſweeter than the round: 


The 
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Ts better far than what" the Gardez yields: 
Moiſt ground e'en Odcomb Plants will quickly ſpoil; 
They taſtleſs grow and watriſh as the foil. 

Suppoſe a Friend an unexpeRted Gueſt 
Comes late, and You have nothing ready dreſt, 
Drown Hens in Wine, I learn'd this Art at Court, 
*T'will make the fleſh eat wonderfuly ſhort. 

The Meadow Muſhrooms are tie ſafer food, 
Poys'nous the re/t, at leaſt not half ſo good. 

F1l give him health, that when his Meals are done 
Eats juicy Malberries pluck'd before the Sun 
Doth riſe too high, and ſcorch with heat of Noon. 

Aufidius, thus ſays Story, usd to take 
His Mornings draught of Honey mix'd with Sack; 
This was ill done, with Liquors only m/d, 

Eeer breakfaſt Empty Veins are fafely fill d : 
What eer fome fancy, I have Canſe to think 
Smooth Mead in Morning is the better drink : 


When bound too much, ſweet Maows quickly clear 


Thy Gutts from ſtoppage, and thy Mind from fear ; 
Or Cockle Fiſh, or Sorre/ newly ripe, | 
With Coan white-wine ſawce will eaſe the gripe, | 
Better than the 0/4 Midwife Gliſter-pipe : | 
The Shell fb with the growing Moons encreaſs, 
Yet different forts are found in different Seas ; 

All have not good : the Lucrine Shells exceed 
Thoſe various Purples that ſoft Baja breed, 

Oyſters low Crice; ſome M/enian Coaſts 

And Sco/lops large ſoft Tarenrloudly boaſts : 

Let none pretend to have an Artin Feaſts 


Till He's exact, and Critical in Taſts: 


The Cale that grows on Hills, or barren F ields, 
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| Tis vain for him-to buy. the deareſt Fiſh, _ 

That after knows not how to cook the Diſh, 

What muſt be Zew'd, what boi/d will grace a Feaſt,” 
And whet the Stomach of the g/utred Gucit ; 
Make him forget his Belly's full, reſtore 
Loſt Apperite; and ternpt him on to more. 

Boars fed on- Acorns caught in mbria's Wood,” 

Bend down his:diſhes'With their weighty load, 

That would avoid dull{mean, or raſ/le/s food : 

For no wiſe Palates the Lawrentans chooſe L 

Vile meat and fat with plaſhy-reeds and Ouze: . 
Goats bred on Yixes, not always dainty fare, 

Wiſe Palates chooſe the Wings of breeding Hare. 
What Fi/þ of all the forts, what Birds are beſt, 

And at what Age, and how they ſhould be dreſt, 
Before the World ſaw me were hardly known, 

All thoſe are pure inventions of my own. 

Some ſpend their #ime, and hope to gain applauſe 
For minding nothing but ew Cates, and Sawſe, 

But men of :4rt muſt ſtill their Cares divide, 

Not mind oze thing, and neglect a// beſide, 

Nor whilſt they're curious in their Wine and 4te, 
Neer heed whar 0:4 they pour upon their Cale : 

If full-of Lees, if thick your Maſſick Wine, 

Set it abroad by Night 'twill make it ae; | 

Take off thoſe Smells that hurt the Nerves,and wall 

The Spirits'; Hemp-ſeed ſpoils its proper taſt: - \// 

Some cheating Rogues, that when the Wine decays, / 

With their Surrentine mix; Falernian Lees, | 

This daſht Wine quickly: cleanſe with Pidgeon Eggs, ! 

Thoſe falling down Precipitate the Dregs:; ( 


F f | You 


You havie drank, bris kd yandyour friend deca vs; C 


- - Then give him pick/ed. Herrings, thoſe will raiſe 
' And whet his Szomach for another glaſs: 
| For Lettuce after Wine'snot hAlf fo good, 
It ſwims ondrink, and makes the Stomach crude : 
When He's #00: full, then Gammor's only fit, 
Sawſaze provokes him to,another bit ; 
If theſe won't do, of it He ſcorns them both, 
He may be whetted with a diſh of Brozh, 


while, | | 
The Szmple iscompos'd. of ſweeteſt Oil, 
This Oily Wine, and Cavzare only asks 
Such as: grows mellow in Byzantian Casks : 
To this ſhred Z7-#bs, with, Soffron mixt, and boil, 
And when'tis coo/ then add Yenafrian Ol : 
Some Grapes are beſt in Pots, all ways are try'd, 
In ſmoak the 44an Grape is better dry'd : 
This Grape with ſome ſharp Sawſe, round Plates 
to ſtrew, to3n 
With'Saltand Pepper, I'm the firſt that knew, 
. And told itothers, as I tell it you. | 
Tis a grand fault to'buy the deareſt fiſh, 
| And after crowd thein in'too ſtraight a'diſh : 
The Gueſts won't like to ſee one take'the Cup, 
Who ftole'a Pidgeon, tis He brought it up, | 
With'the fame/hand, for that will ſtain the-place z 
Nor yet to ſee old duſt ftick round the Glaſs : 
How little Beſoms coſt > How quickly bought 2 
Yet if not gotten, 'tis a grievous'Fault. 


Poſt 


. Book I. - 


"IF 


To know both forts of Brotb, 'tis worth your 
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- Doſt think itdecent to negle thy Houſe, 

Or ſweep the marble Floor with dirty boughs 
'Doſt think 'tis hagidſofy tyt eto ſpread 
A dirty covering o'er a Gawdy Bed, 
3% 0 ſtill that ſince theſe things are mean, 
And fuch as allmuſht have thas'would be'clean, 
'Tis worſe to want theſe, than ſuch dainty meat 
Which only Lyxury or Wealth can get. 

Learns d Cativs by the Gods Fask this boon, 
Where e& er you go, Sir Fmaſt have it done, 
Pray bring me to this copious Spring of Trath, 
That I may hear it drop. from his own mouth ; 

For though you talk, as if you nnderſtood 
His Precepts well, and knew' the tules for Feed, 
Tet from your Lips, Fm fure they can't be known 
As well, as if I beard then fraus his 0mn, 
Befades to ſee the Figure of the Man 
Would pleaſe me much, pray ſhow me of you » 
A ſweet with which, bleſt yau ate almoſt cloy dy 
Aud do not value, cauſe ſo oft enjoy d; 

But eager I tounknown Fountains preſs, 


To draw from thence the Rutes of Happineſs. 
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The Heads'of the Fifth Satyr. 
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A Dialogue between ,Tireſias and Ulyſſes, where tHe 
anſtrutts him, how to get an Eſtate. | 


Irefias now indulge one favour more, + ? 
\Þ And teach befide what thou haſt taught before, \. 
How to regain my Wealth ow. ] am poor : . 6 
Why do Tou ſmile # Let me not beg in vain, 


Þ 


Ist not enough.that you have ſcap'd the Main, 
And ſafely come to /thaca again * .. . | 
Cnerring Prophet, fee as youfore-told, Wy | 
T am come home again; Grey, Wrinkted, Old, ? 
Hnd Poor : My Wives Gallants have fiex'd my Gold: 
My Wealth is theirs, and what is Yertue worth 'q 
Without a: good Eſtate to ſet it forth2 
Well, well my Friend, ſince Poverty you hate, 
In ſhort learn'how to get a good Eſtate. 
If thou doſt light on any thing that's rare, 

nd it thy old rich Neighbour, never ſpare, 
If He be rich and old, without an Her : 
The firſt ripe Apples of thy choiceſt Tree 
Offer to him before thy Deity. + 6 


, 


[The rich Man muſt be reverencd more than He. 
What _ 


1 
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Foot tt. \ SARFRY. =O 
\What tho He Th Villain, Bafely bred; | 


a 


'Hath kitfd hisBrother, or his: Country fed 

Yet wait-uporihim when: he pleaſe to alk 

And when you! a_ Hirh , eringe; and. gre the 
Walk: 707 hi 

ul wal on have me cnet every Slave' » 20 

At\Troy Id1d'norſo my ſelf behave © $ L 

Contending always with the Great, the Brave! 

Then thou'lt be p6or: Well $3F, My mind 71 Jores © 

To ſuffer this; for'I\have ſaffe#dworſe." ' * . 

But prithet, tele, for 1 wifh tf know © V1 

Which way-T maY-b8 rich, axd quickly: Pop 3 N 8 

Then as I told, Fil tell thee'o'er agen, * \\ 1541 ©! 

Still Rtyive topleaſe. theoldand wealthy" Mah. | 

Try ſtill to get into their Wills, ſecure 

Their Love, their Humors'pariently endure; | 

Tho two or three diſcerning'Ey Eyes perceive 

The Hook, and fly the Bairjiyephever leaveit?- 

Others will bite when thoſe ſly Fops are — 

Still bait thy hvok, and urge-thy' purpoſe on..: , 

If any Cauſe,/-or great or-{mall be try'd;: '-1 2 

T'll teach thee haw to chooſe the better fide! 8 

Be ſure to/plead for hintthat's childleſs, 0h” 

And rich, tho'He is impadently:bold; - 

And ſues his better; ſtill perverr-rhe Laingy 

And ſtart new Quirks; oppoſe the juſter =" 

And better:Man, it 'He hatly hopetul Bays! 1 

To be his Heirs; or teeming Mite enjoys! | © 

Then $3r or Squire (for Title hugely takes - 

Grave ſoftheads,) Me your Friend. your Eertae ales? f 

1 know the L gw, and bave a teady Tongue," A Bey 

And rather, Sir; than you hes offer wrong _ | 

Ge f 3 F 


7757 theſe ivory __ Ballhewsd 1 | 
| That youlbe neither cheated nor abui'd,!; 1 O 
a Migy take) goner pleaſure, ftateaſe, | A 
Neer fear, 1 nine) Goff fpryyoun;furceſs. | 7 
p 
c 
1 


Do "Ln {till mind this Cauſe, and this alone 
Whatever weather, | "tis, orif, the Sug. 
Wi Dog days beans Cleaves \e'en' the marble 
ne; 
Or {asfat Purius hath: it)allbelow . 
Is Ice, and Jowe: oar{pews the. Al, wet ſnow. | 
Whilſt one ſtands by and eokia. Neighbour, fee, 
/ How fine a Lamyess.4hat;. That, that. as He, 
" How wſefal to bis Friends, and hop Ht ſweats, _ | 
” And 74 [This baings more Gudgeons to thy 


Nets.” 

Wen [KF any "Oy s-ſiekly Heir-, 

| Andgood-Eſtate; t e thy Intereſt there, 

Tell courting childjes'! 7 'exſons ful, thy Arts ap-( 

? peap- | 

Creep vently; in, uatil ky hopes you: fieze, 

- "Be ſecond Heir, and irife;by juſt degrees, - - 

| -* And 10 if your young Bays diſcaſe,prevails : 

Thou ſhaft hs all:: This method ſeldom fails. 
If any bis thee read his Will, deny. ; 

Yet ſlyly with che corner:of thy Eye: 

Run quickly over, che ewogr three firſt lines, Ne. 


(There's Rexſon for't,)andſee i He, deſvgns 
- - Theethe ſole Heir, ora with {-Jains. 
E.-- (For time thall' come; 


ag p/ars in * flow, 
anes' Scribe the ſhall Kob the: gapeiog, Crow's |» 
What art thiw mad, or aſp Weg 


mee 
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1 | &1fes, what IHing ſhall be the ſtate -" 


Of Things to come, T read the leaves of Fate; 
And diſtant Objedts ſee'in the event, 

Gen prethee tel me, what that Riddle meant. 
When one, a Youth of Great Azas Race, 

The Parthian's terror rules the Earth and Seas ; 
Caranus weary of a ſingle Life, | 4 
Takes chuff Nafica's ately maid to Wife ; 
Coraxnus then ſhall beg him to peruſe 

The Will He makes, Nafrca long refuſe, 

At laſt conſents, but what he reads, appears 

No Legacy to Him, and His, but Tears :) 

| Now it his Servants manage him; commend, 

| And make his greateſt Favourite thy Friend, 

Beſure be laviſh in his praiſe, and then, 

When thou art gone, He'll praiſe Thee o'er again. 

This Method's good, but 'risthe beſt deſign * 

To ſtorm the Man himſelf, and take him. 

If He makes Verſes tho extreamly lewd, 

Admire, and ſwear his halo Nmes are good, 

Or if He whores, beſure his wiſh prevent, -* 

Let thy Pene/ope be Tenly : 


And doſt thou think, that ſhe the Wiſe, the Chaft ( 


4 
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Who all the numerous Wooers Avts ſurpaſt, 

Will yield to him, and be a Whotlat laſt > £ 
Ay, thoſe were artleſs Youths, they knew nat how 

To treat, and rather cawe toeitthan Wooe 3” ' 
'So the was'chaſt + But'wher ſhe ſhall perceive, | 

And ſhare with'Thee; the Preſents 'He can give, 
Like Dogs once blooded, the will never eave. 

Vil tell Thee true, and whatTchanc'd tokigy, 

' A woman dy dat Thebes nor long ago; © 
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And thas by Will She did injoin her Heir, 2 _ 
Firſt oil my Corps, and to the Sepulchre C X 
pon thy naked back, my Body bear. - . 


That.ſhe might then flip from him ſhe contriv'd, 
For He was too obſervant whilſt ſhe liv'd. 

. Do you he cautious ſtill in your Addreſs ; 
Too often), or too ſeldom wil diſpleaſe : 
The grave Moroſe dohate a pratling Tongue, 
That ſpeaks. unask'd, yet be not dumb too long: 
But, like arch Davss in the Play attend, 
Your neck awry, as fearful to offend : _ - 
Still ſhow. the greateſt Cate that can be ſhown, 
More careful of his Life than of your own : 


And eagerly. requeſt him, pray be kind 

To your dear health, and me, nor truſt the Wind. 

If throng'd, thruſt Thou, and free} him from the 
Throng,. 

If talkative, endure his tedious Tongue :, . 

If he be vain, and loves his own dear praiſe, 

Befure, commend, and high Encomiums raiſe, 

Still blow the Bladder, never leave him off, 

Till He ſhall ble himſelf, and cry, enough : 

| .Now when hediggand frees thee from thy Care, 
_ "Thy Irrans Hopes, and melancholy Fear, 
And broa 


E: ad awakd, you find that you are Heir : 

. - "Thedſigh, and is my dear Companion gone / 
Where Ray T have ſo kind, ſo good a One | 

>. Tf poſſible, your greateſt Art imploy , 
FP: * Xothed lome tears, is good to mask your joy + 
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is ſpake the Will, and this, as moſt teliev'd, 


When. cer the Air is ſharp beſure to mind, | 
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And it youare to make the Funeral, 

Be fure be noble; that will take with All : 


- I Orif thy fellow-Heir's a ſickly Man, 
: I Then wheedle thus, and chouſe him if you can : 
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8 Imant that ready Maney you can ſpare, 
And if you pl-aſe, Sir, you ſhall buy my ſhare ; 
- | Buthold fierce Plutocalls me back to Hell, 
þ- And I can talk no more,good ſpeed, farewel. 


_— OE 


SATYR VL 
The Heads of the Sixth Satyr. 


(a) His moderdte: wiſhes. (2,) The troubles of a 
City Life. (5.9) | The Pleaſures of the Colmntry. 
(4:) Little without fear; is beſt. 


I ' Heſe were my Prayers, and theſe my con- 
| ſtant. Vows, 29197 
A pretty Seat, a Fountain near my: Houſe, - 

-A Garden, and-a little Grove of Trees, 

'Fis/ well, the Gods have given-tmore than theſe ; 

- Enough kind ercary,.no more { crave, ! jl;''// 
Only continue ſtill, what now1-have,. _4J'Y ; 
If Iam not profuſe;\and waſt; orxaiſe 0 7 
My-jmoderateFortune by unlawful ways ; . . - .* 
If Incer with, Olthat the Gods would: yield, | -: : 
That Nook that ſpoils the Figure of my Field : 

1h Or 
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Or, oh that Ia pot of Gold had found, 

As he who hir'd to Till anothers Ground, 

By the aſliſtance gf a lucky God 

Grew rich, and bought the very Land he plow'd,. 

But ifT live content, preſerve my ſtore, © 

And be my Guard, as thou haſt been before ; 

Defend my Cattle, and my Flocks, be kind, 

And fatten all 1 have, except my Mind : 

Then when I from the noiſy Town retreat, 

And free from Bus'neſs take my Country Sear, 

What ſhall T do but write, what ſhall I chooſe, 

But eaſy Satyr, and improve my Muſe. 

Here no Ambition kills, no heavy Wind, 

Aﬀeas my Body and corrupts my Mind. 

To Fields the Gods long Life, and plenty gave, 

No ſickly Autumns here inrich the Grave. 

+. 2. Old Father Janus (thus the Gods decree) 

We Men begio our Years and Toil with Thee. 

With Thee my. Verſe, you hurry me to Town, 

To be a Witneſs, and 1 muſt be gone, 

"Tho't Snows, -and:Winter whirls the freezing day 

In ſhorteſt Circles, yetI muſt away. | 

And then: when my ungratefultask is done, 
n; 


Preſs thro th&Crowd, and juſtle every One 

That'doth notmakeme room,and thro'em dow 

bg kiekt,crys Plague ! and why ſofalt! 

a. Y3hat d.y8ancan, and why in ſo much Faſt >" | 
you run'to'niy* Lord, you-ſcour the Street)! © 

Preſs on, and kick and juſtle all you' meet, 4 IF 

And his I ſwear is pleaſant, this is ſweet ! - 


dds & __ 
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Ly 


T7 Put when | come # buſy Crowd appears 


_ My Patience-and my precious;/Time: abule-2c | 


' What muſt they be inSicily or here 3 
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Of loud impertinent Petitioners, | 

And their requeſts dance thick about my Ears. -), 
One begs that you would be at Court bertime 

To morrow morning, and appear for him. 

The Scribes requeſt, that I would get your Ear, 
About a publick, new, and great Afair : 

Another crys, giod Horace, get this Bill 

Sig#'d by Mecznas. If I can I will.” 

But he ſeems diſcontent, and urges on, 

Nay, if you will, I'w:- ſure it may be, done. 

Tisezght Years fince almoſt Mecenas choſe, 

And made me-a;Retainer to his. Houſe : 

Yet only ſuch a-Qne, : as free from Care, 

He'd ſometimes take in's-Coach:to;takethe Air; 
Talkcommon talk, as how ye /ike the play, 

The Fencers were well matcht, what | news to day, 

The Morning's cald; and we muſt have a Care, \ |. oy 
And ſuch like. common Things, as theſe appeat, : 
That may betruſted'ina leaky Ear. 33 Wh 
Hence every day/Men envy more my State, : 

He at the Play with great Mecxnas ate, $ 
Or Bowl 'd, cry all, He's Fortunes :aarbing, Son, 5 
And thus the filly Chat runs over the Town: . 

Then all that -meetme, come and/ask the News, 


Pray Sir (For you ſoruch at Count. ouwit know,)'Y 
Come, Tou re a Wag, Pox take me-it Ido... 11 1il dy 7 
Pray: Sir, the Lands that Cxlar wow'd.to ſhare, ' | 1 
dmong t-the Souldiers to reward\ithe War, \. |'$ 
When 


£1 * 
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When I profeſs my Ignorance, Moroſe D 
They all imagine me,” and plaguy cloſe; C 
Andthus Hoſe my days, but with repeat, | \/ 

3. .Oh4 When ſhall I enjoy my Country Seat 7) 7. 

Oh When remov'd from noiſe to quiet Peace; T 1 

- Amid my learned Books, my fleep and eaſe; 1 W 
Whilſt hours do ſmoothly flow, and free from tri | 


Forget the Troubles of a buſy Life 2 | E 
Oh Beans Pythagoras his neareſt kin, \ yk 
You lovely Herbs, and moſt delicious Chine, | 


When ſhall I ſee; when' feed on \yow agen 2 | 
Oh ſweet, Oh heavenly Feaſts, where'T and ny0e/y 
Before my houſhold Gods ſecurely dine ; nh 
When Imy ſelf fhall taſt a diſh of meat, Y 
Then'give't my*wahton Slaves, and bid 'em eat : | 
' When all my Gueſts drink freely what they leaſe; 1 
No Glaſsis mark'd'or fill'd, but more or lels, A 
As mirth invites ; No drunken Laws to force, 

And all the time is full of good diſcourſe. | (11? 
We talk of no MatisFarms, or Wealth, or Skill; - - '7 
Or whether 'Czſars Focl dinc'd well or ill; 

But we diſcourſe, -of-what-we-ought to do, | 

And what *tis fault and-folly not to know ; 

As whether Wealth orVertue brings a Man "rg. bf 
To happinels; 6r'whether Leagues began ' \+ 11511 
From Intereſt orRight; what cheats'the Crowd, ' | 
And what is goodjand what the-gieateſt Good: ' 
4 My wore Gerrius,- as'the Matter falls, 
Mix merry, pat; inſtructive Tales : 

nd thus for Iatkemes,] when by chance he hears -.* \ 

Id Alpius wealthadmir' d; cho fulfo Cares, pre 
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2 SATTRS. 477 
Hetells this Story. - Once upon'a Time : 

(As Tales begin) and in' a moderate clime, 

A Country Moaſe a City entertain'd,  . 

His old Acquaintance, and hus ſpecial Friend: 
This Mouſe was thrifty, yet would kindly Feaſt 
When time requir'd, and nobly treat his Gueſt : 

In ſhort, now ſtriving every way to pleaſe, -. 

He freely brought his hoarded Oats and Peaſe; 

His nibbled Bacon and his mellow Pears, 

And all the Fields produce or Country bears : 

His Nuts, his Grapes well-dry'd, and try'd his beſt, 
By choice variety to pleaſe his Gueſt. 

Who fate, and as aftraid to hurt his mouth, 
Did'nibble here and there with' dainty Tooth : 
Whilſt he lies by 1n ſtraw, and Barley eats, 

Or Chaft; and leaves his Gueſt the better Meats. 
At laſt the City Mouſe, begins; My Friend 

Pray how can Tou delight, how love to ſpend 

A Life in Wood's, ang this unwholeſom Cave 2 

'Tis Melancholy, tis ſo like a Grave. 

Now would you rather live in Town than here, c 


And Mens converſe, before the Woods prefer ; 
Come, go with me; I'll get thee better Chear. 

Since all muſt die, and muſt reſign their Breat h 

Nor great, nor littl2 is ſecure from Death ; 

Then ſpend thy days in Pleaſure, Mirth and Sport, 
And live like One that Minds his Life is ſhort. 
Theſe Words prevail'd upon the Country Mouſe, 
90 the.grows jocund ſtrait, and leaves the Houſe, 
Longing for thoſe fine things ; ſo both go on, 
Eager whilſt now 'twas Night to reach the Town. - 
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Twas Midnight Pr when now.the Mice are cond 
They take a Rich Mans houſe, a ſtately — 
| Where Purple Covering thone on Ivory Seats, 
And in the Pantry lay whole heaps of Meats, 
The ſumptuous Relicks of his noble rreats. 
The City Mouſe ſtrait ſeats his Country Gueſt 
On Cloath of State, and waits,and carves the Fea 
Courſe after Courſe, a thouſand dainty Things, 
And like a Servant, taſts what e'er he brings. 
The Country Mouſe pleas'd with his Bed of State, 
And various dainties, bleſt his change of Fate z* - 7 
Feeds heartily : When lo the Servants come, » 
And Dogs ruſh in and bark about the Room; | 
Both ſtart, both leave their Beds with eager haſt, '' Þ N 
Both fly for Life, and hardly 'icape-at laſt. = 
. Then fays the Country Mouſe, falſe Joys farewel ; 
J 
F 
| 
| 


| 


T do not like this Life, my quiet Cell 
is better, I can featt andl wanton there, 
On Chaff, or Acorns, free from Noiſe and Fear. 


SATYR VIL 


Tie Heads of the Seventh Satyr: 


(1.) A Servant infruits his Maſter, abrut his uns 


ſettledneſs in hamoar. (2.) His Laſt. (3.) The vi 
. cious Man, the greateſt Slawe. 


YE Sir,l hear and have farne News to tell 
But Ima uy you will not like it well 
From me your Slaves Who, Davus,jiat you 2: 
Davus the faithful Servant and the true, 
ata that fancies that ſufficient ſtore, "FF bich 
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"ads Which Nature wants ſupplies, and asks no more ; 
7] Goto, and as our Ancient Laws decree, 

# © | 2ſe boldly thy December's Liberty, c 


Fs Wedt Hr b that thou wilt, thon may /# be free. 

"8 Some Men are conſtant in their Vice; and run 

7} The fame Courſe (till, and urge their purpoſe on : 

t; Some are unſteddy, various ina Trice, 

{ | Now all for Vertue, and now all for Vice. 

* | Fop Priſcus with himſelf doth diſagree, 

+ [| Sometimes he wears no Rings,and ſometimes three. 

+ | Hechanges every hour his Cloths and Gown, 

/ | Now takes the beſt Houſe,now the worſtin Town, | 
And there he goes as naſty as a Clown. 
Now ſtudies hard at 4thers, now does come, 

' | And turns a great Gallant, and whores at Rome, 

) 8 The moſt unſteddy, fickle Man on Earth, 

As if Pertumnas ſelf had rul'd his Birth. 

Juſt oppoſite to him Yulturius ſtands, 

For he when the Juſt Gout had lam'd his hands, 

Did hire a Boy, ſo much he lov'd the Vice, 

To take up for him, and to throw the Dice. 

He that is conſtant in his vicious race, 

Runs the ſame Courſe, and keeps an equal pace; 

Is certainly not half ſogreat a wretch, 

As Hethat now rides looſe, and now on ſtretch. 

Well now you Rogue, ſuppoſe this railing true, 

What doth it mean 2 Sir it refles'on you. 

How ſo you Raſcal 2 Siryou uſe to praiſe 

The Ancients living, and commend their ways, 

Yet iffome God would give you leaveto'chooſes 

Or force you to thelike, you would refuſe. 

Cauſe youdon's Cat thatrighit you'now comtmend, / 
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Or elſe are too unſteddy to defend | 
What.once you thought ; you ſick,and ſtrive in vain 
From this deep mire to free your foot again ; 

- At Rome, Oh how you praiſe the, country Air! © 

And fickle Rome commend, when you are here: | 

Tf uninvited, Oh what dainty fare - 

Your little Sallet yields, and free from Care; 

' Theſe troubleſome Lords at. Rows invite me ſtill, 

I 20 'tis true, but 'tis againſt my Will. 

And, bappy, happy me, you uſe to ſay, 

That I have leave'to Sup at home to day ; 

But if my Lord Mecexas doth i invite, | 

© Tho you are not to go before 'tis Night ; 

Yet eager you by peep of day prepare, | 

Teor- houſe ſtraight rings, So ho, Jack, Tom, who's 
there 2 

Who brings me Oil, you Dogs, doesno one hear 2 

My Lord waits for me ; then in haſt you run, - 

Whilſt thy Retainers curſe, when thou art gone : 

Well then, I grant-a Feaſt's a powerful Charm, 

Oh the reſiſtle(s force of Meat that's warm ! 

It leads me captive, and my Senſe does ſieze, 

I'm Glutton, Toſs-pot, and what cer you pleaſe : 

Soyou but freely grant your Vice at leaſt | 

As bed, altho in ſofter Terms tis dreſt ; 

Suppoſe I'm not ſo wiſe, 4s thee my Slave, 

Then ceaſe to look ſo haughty and ſo an 

And do not rage, - and do not break my hea 

Whilſt-1 diſcourſe what Cri/piz's Porter ſaid. | 
2.:Y ou love Mens Wives, and I my little Whores, 

Which is the greateſt Fault now, mine or yours? * + 

When Nature Fires,and they havequencht my flame, 

'Fnifatisfi'd, nor do I loſe my Fame, - . "Nor 
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1+ Nor fear. that they will jile, and entertain 
an A wittier, richer, and a finer Man, _. 
4 But when you lily ſacak abroad by night, 
| Your Rings aridall the Habit:of a Knight, 
+ | Thy Roman Garb thrown off; from nobly brave] 
>| You fink into the Figure of a Slave : 
A naſty Veil thrown o'er thy fragrant Head,. 
And foftly bronght to the Adulterous Bed, 
Are you not ſuch a Oneas you appear? | 


When introduc'd you ſhake and tremble there, 
Thyraging Luſt diſputing with thy Fear : - 
What difference is it whether you engage 
To fight for hire, and-bear the Victor's ng 
I | Becut and ſlaſh'd and kill'd upon the Stage 2 
Or by the Conſcious Chamber-Maid be preſt 
' Quite double, neck and heels into a. Cheft 2 
| | Hath not the injurd Husband of the Whore 
 # To puniſh both a right and Lawtful Power? | 
And will not all his fierceſt rage be juſt | 
On thee, that didſt debauch her to-thy Luſt 2 
Yet ſhe ne'er changes Garb, nor ſhifts her. place, 
Nor takes ſuch pains to get the foul embrace z 
Nor injures Heaven, nor ſwears ſuch Oaths as you, 
Whilſt the fond Creature doubts you'll prove untrue. 
But wiſe you venture Slaves ſevereſt Fate, 
And toa Man-enragd, and mad with hate, c 
Commit thy Fame; thy Life, and thy Eſtate. 
Haſt Thou eſcap'd 2 I hope the warning's fair, 
And youll prevent the like with greateſt care,. _ 
What nothing do 2 What doſt Thou ſtrive to run, 
The ſame-mad Courſe, and be once more undone 2? 
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3. Oh! Slaveſo oft / What Beaſt that breaks th i 


Oban A 
Once free; will cove and take the Clog avain > | N 
You fay youre io Adalrerer, nor T=—_» A 
A Thief, when ſore Oblerver's righ, d' 
T leave your Plate; thotgh with a longing Eye. "1 


Remove'the danger and reftraining foree, 
And NatureJ66ſ will ru an evil Cowrſe. \ 
Are you my Maſter > yon that do appear . \ 
A worſe and greater Stave than me by far, £ 
Whom nothing can redeem from wretched fear F 
Three ſtrokes of th' Prztor's Rod can make me fres, | | 

Whilſt Tyrant Paifion fill will Maſter Thee. | 
Beſides, | 
* If He's a Ficar, as yon pleaſe to phraſe, 
(This Reafon's good) that other Slaves obeys, 
Or fellow Slave. ; Sir, T would gladly know 
What 'tiSth#tT am int reſpect of you' 2 
For you, Fl Maſter, others baſely ſerve, 
Like Pup pda bel anothers Nerve. 

Who Fup is free 2? Wiſe, that can control, 
And Goveri all the Paſſions of the Soul: 
Whom Poverty, nor Chains, no Death affright, 
Who's prooFagainft the Charms of vain delight. 
Whom feeble Fortune ftrives in vain to wound, 
So cloſely gather'd'in a Perfect Round, 
 Andlo ly ſmoott?dÞy honeſt Arts, 
That houy be Arroneh {tick upon the even Parts. 
Obſerve this #/ee-man's Character; and ſee 
If any partof tt belongs to Thee : 
A Thouſand Pounds begg'd by thy coſtly Whore, 
And if deny'd, ſhe' Th turn che out of Door, F; 

"Throw * 
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the a m thy Face, then change her mind,” mw 


They prick'ghee on, and ſcourge thy way ring Soul. 


' Admire how Jaws and how Falvins ſtand, 
| In Chalk or Char-coal Paint ad think they look 


' A Judge in Painting You, ant! Manof Kill. 
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And call thee back;. and vow ſhe will be kind. 
Now tooſe thy Neck frorn this Ignoble Chain, 
And boldly ſay that you are free ; in vain, 

You cari't, for Tyrant Lords thy Will controul, 


You, when you ſpend whole Hours and trifle days, 


Whilſt You uport a picte of Painting paze : 
Why do not you commit ss gfeart a favir, 
As [I that ſtare upon a meaner draught > . 


In Fencing Poſtures, drawn by a rude hand, 


As if they fought, and mov'd to ſhun the Gals 
Bnt I'm call'd lazy R ue, and beaten ſtill, 


TisGltttony, whilſt your Luxorivus Treat 
Is Vertue, fot it fltows yotr Mind is great. 
Why,now to ſerve my Palate ſhould it be, 
For I am Whipt) a greater Crime in Me, 
han You > Sincethitte's tnore coſtly Luxury, 
Why then afe You not rogs, as wellas I2 : 
Becauſe, pefhaps, thy Feaſts cortupt thy Blood, Þ - 
Diſeaſes ſpr ng from thy Laxtrious Food, . 
Apd weakhe d Legs $Hhfuſs the ſickly Load. 

Doth that Boy fir that ſteals a Comb by night, 
To buy ſome Grapes to pleaſe his Appetite - 
And is He fanltlefs that when Luſt Commands, 
To pleaſe his lavith Belly, ſells his Lands 2 
Beſides all this, You with your ſelf can't ſtay 


Ons Hour, not rigtitly rw 2 leafure day; 
Gs 2 of 


If 1 bo trivial Cakes delight ro Eat, -. þ 
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You like a Vagrant-ſhun your felf, deſign, 

' Now by forgetful ſſeep, -and now-by Wine, 

To ſteal from Cares : Poor Slave! Jn vain you try," 
Black Care purſues as faſt as-you can fly. 

Death |. Where's my Stick 2 Why ſo'2 Death | Where's 
my Sword ? Fo | 

He's mad, or-elſe makes Verſes: Dog. ove word, 
One tittle more ! Tow cenſure my Deftins 2 

Fly Raſcal, fly, or thou ſha't to the Mines. 


SATYR VII. 
The Argument of the Eighth Satyr. 


hy” Deſcription of a_ ſordid Feaſt, with which one 
Fuſcus Naſidenus Entertain d them. 


For when I tbought laſt night to have youhere, 

- *Zwas ſaid, that &er fince Noon you had been there. 

| Troth-never merrier ; Pray $:r, grant my Wiſh, 

For I would know, what was the firſt Diſh 2 

* The firſt Diſh, Sir, was a Lucanzan Boar, 

Is Canget whilſt the Wind was South, the Maſter 
wore, | 

And round the brim lay Lettuce to excite, 

And Betes to raiſe the lazy Appetite ; 

Anchove, - PickJed-Herrings, mixt with theſe 

Lay Raddiſh, bitter Herbs, and Coan Lees. 


©: They 


Ow do you like rich Naſidenus chear 2 ; 
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This Diſh remov'd, two ready Servants come, ; 
One clean'd the Table, tother ſwept the Room, 

And gather'd up the Relidts of the Feaſt, 


The Bones, and all that might offend the Gueſt - 
*; | Juft as ar Ceres Feaſt th' Athenian Maid, c 


Comes black Hydaſpes bearing on his Head » 

Large Flasks of White,and Alcon Flasks of Red. 
Then fays mine Hoſt ; My Lord, if more than theſe © 

You like another, call for what you pleaſe, 

My Cellar's ſtor'd ; Poor Wealth, diſhoneſt Pride, 

F But prethee tell me who was there beſide? 

Sir, T fate firſt, and, ſtay, I think 'twas fo, 

Tirinus next, Vibidius fate below, 

Next Balatro; below him Porcius lies, A 
Porcius the merrieſt archeft Wag that is, c | 

To ſwoop whole Cuitards, and to ſwallow Pies. - 

All uninvited, but as Lords are wont, 

Mecznas brought them all on his account. 

Next above theſe Nomentan takes his place, 

He that could point at every hidden Sawſe ; 

For we, the reſt, on Fiſh and Fowl did feaſt, 
 Concealing different from their propePtaſt. 

This ſtreight appear'd, when by his luſcious rules 
He carv'd for me th' untaſted guts of Soles. 
And after to inftru& me, gravely faid, 

Figs pluck'd before the Moon is full, look red; 
But thro this diflerence would you nicely pry 
Hell tell you more, He's more expert than L 

Mean while Y:bidius in-a jeering tone 

Crys ; Balatro, come prethee nothings done, 
Tnleſs we drink him dry ; a Bigger Glaſs; © 
At that Death-pale ſpread oer-our Fuſcus face, 
. Gg'3 


For 
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And fo w 
Yet op it wor Re bouk FORE. are freely crown a. 
And ſypery health goes roynd + * 
The cheife ft 7s the while-few bympexrs tot, 
They ſhar' d the Baxtkes, 'apd the bleeding Holt. 
. | Now comes midſt ſyimmiog Shrimps 2 Lamprey 


In a Fol Diſh, and. thus the Maſter faid; | 
This Fiſh was caught when Full of Spainn(1hat C ourſe 
1s good) for after Spawning s-dane, tis worſe : | 
The Broth is made of Nil, the beſt that flow.d 

From the Venafrian Preſs; to -make it good, 

Wine foe years old, and Cavaare I joins © 

Int oiling, Sirs, 7 raft Italian wine, 

But when 'tis boil 'd, with Pepper ſpic'd and dreſt 
With Vinegar, the Chian Pickle's beſt: 

To boil green Rockets with't was wever "gh 

Before miy time, I'm ſure that 4it 's my own. 

Salt water Crawfhb fir Cotiljus fen'd, 2 


And ke þt thew whole, for they, are better food 

Than _— ith" Shell, the Pickle makes them. goed, 

- But whilſt he ta kd.and whilt He prais q the Fiſh, 

The Hangj tumbling dawn fell o'er. the Diſh : 

Bringing black duſt, as 25 mpch, as UNO Rs raiſe. 
When nimble Storms fyeep o'er the duſty Ways: | 

We ſtarted all, and thought. it worſe than 'twas, 

But when ng harm appear, each: kept bis place : 

way Hoſt a right —- lus __— a and Gogh d. 

Cc 6 . ' 
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1 = bis Grief baye known no end, 
But viſe Nowenton thus rehev'd his Friend ; 
Pnlachy Chance, what God isſa unkind ? 
Thou lovft ta break the meaſures Man defy d; 
Some bit their Napkins, yet could ſcarce for! 
To hoy aloyd, whilſt 4 rap bitter Sneer 
jeering Balatro, Well, we ſtrive in vain, : 


Tis & 4 [ad fate of Life, ind yone Can gain, 

Labour, Fame that anſwers to: their Pain; 
op ever I ſhould prove ſo troubleſome 
For one fine Treat, when I could ding at home ? 
That I ſhould vex you to provide a Feaſt, 
To ſee your Broth wel} boil d, your Servants dreſt; i 
Beſides th unlucky chance that waits on all, 
As if, as but juſt now, the Hangings fall ; 
The Foot-boy ſtumbling ſpoil a coſtly fiſh, 
Or Plowman Servant trip and break the diſh. 
But as in Captains oft ill chance reveals 
The Entertginers Wit, which good conceals; | 
Then fays mine Hoſt, 4h, may /f Thow {till be bleſt, 
Thou art ſo good a Man, ſo kind a Gueſt : 
And calls for's Shooes ; then you may quickly hear 
Divided vhilpers ſpread thro every Ear. 
No Play could ever pleaſe me half ſo wel, 
But what you laught at after prethee telb+ 
Whilſt hot Y:4idius with a waggiſh look 
Cries to the Servants, #s tbe Bottle broke 
That I can get no Wine to this dry Feaſt ? 
And merr ry Balatro promotes the jelt ; 
Mine Hoſt comes in, and with a ſmiling ſacs, 
(About to mend by Art his late diſgrace,) 
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i His Servants following brought a Charger fi fill'd'' 
'  Withone poor little/Crane cut-up and grill'd, | 
Coverd with Salt and Meal; another. bring 
Pluck'd off and by themſelves a Rabbeit's wings, 
For thoſe, frſoorh, when by themſelves are beſt, 
And fweeter-far than eaten with the reſt : 
Then roaſted Black-birds, Doves their rumps cut off, - 
All pretty ſorts'of Meat, and- ſweet enough ; 
But he with long harangues to every gueſt 
Explain'd their Natures, how and why 'twas dreſt 
Whom thus we puniſh'd; each Man left his ſear, 
We fled the Banquet, and refus d tocat; 
As if the Witch Canidia $ poys nous breath 
Had blown upon't, and fill'd the Feaſt with Death, 


The End of the Second Book of Satyrs, 
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' Leſt after all his former Glories paſt, 
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EPISTLES. | 


' BOOK I. 


The Heads of the firſt Epiſtle. : 


(t.) He ſhews his defire for Philoſophy. (2.) 'Tis 
tobe preferr'd before all. (3.) The People pres 
fer Gold before Vertue. (4.) Why He cannot a- 
gree with the Crowd. 


Y Lord Mecenas whom I gladly chooſe, 
The firſt, and the laſt Subje& of my Muſe ; 
Tho | have fought enough, and well before, 

And now diſmiſt, have leave to fight no more ; 

You ſtrive to bring me on the Stage again ; 

My Age is not alike, unlike my Brain, c 
Unlike my Mind,and now I write in Pain : 

The Fencer Yejan now grown weak with Age, , 
Lives quietly at home, and leaves the Stage ; 

His Arms in great Alcides expat, = 0 


He worſted, meanly beg his Life at laſt : 


= "HORACE Books 

' And ftill methinks ſounds thro my well purg'd] Ear 

 Alttey VOICE, Fond Horace have a Care, 

And whilſt 'tis well releaſe thy aged Horls 

Leſt wheg He runs but with unequal torge, 

And ſketches hard to win, ts breaks his Wind, 

Derided, diftane'd, baſcly lags behind. 
x. And therefore all my rifling Songs adiey, 

I now deſign to feek what's good and true, * ** 

And that alone ; I leaye my wantan Muſe, 

And.lay up Precepts, ſuch as I may uſe : 

Burif you ask me now what Se I own, 

* I ſwear a blind abedience unto none -: 

But as the Tempeſt drives me fo I ſteer, 

This way. or that, not Eyed any where : 

Sometimes gn Active Life my Fancy draws, 

'A ſtrict obſeryer of true Vertue's Laws : 

Then gently flide to 4riſtippus School, #1 

And ſtrive not to be rul d by Things, but Rutke : | 

As Night to thoſe their Miſtreſs fails appears, g 


As Days to Labourers, and as long the Years, | 
When Jealous Mothers curb, to eager Heirs : } 

So dull, and fo ingrate my time doth flow, 

Which hinders what hope and wiſh to do: 

What done will profit Rich and Poor, what long 
Forborn, prove equal harm to-Old and Young : 

_ Well, then T muſt content my ſelf with this, 


ew 


Yours cannot be: as good as Lyncens Eyes, 

What then, when Sore muſt I fit Cures deſpiſe 2 
You cannot Hope to have your Limbs as great 

*As Glyco's, nor ſo ſtrong and firmly ſet, { 


Yet 
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ar Yet to prevent the Gout baſk Thou no care 2 * 
| What, ifof farther progreſs you deſpair, 
Tis ſomewhat furely to have gone thug 44h 
Doth creeping Avarice thy mind-engag 
Or doth it boil with fiery Luft, no ye gn 
i | Why, there are Rules and Precepts that can Eaſe 
Thy Pain, and Cure great part of thy Diſcaſe : 
Ora art Thou Vain 2 Rooks ield a certain Spell, V 
Ta ſtop thy Tumor ; You thall-ceaſe to ray | 
When you have read themthrice,and ſtudied wellJj 
The Raſh, the Lazy, Lover, none's ſo-wild, 
But may be tame, and may be wiſely mild, 
If they conſult true Vertue's Rules with care, 
And lend to good advice a patient-ear. 
\ 2, "Tis Vertue, Sir, to. be but free from Vice, +» 
| | And the fitſt ſtep tow'rds being truly Wiſe 
Is to want folly ; You uſe all your kill, 
To ſhun what you ſuppoſe the greateſt ill, 
| A ſmall Eſtate, or whilſt you ſeek to gain : 


An Office, a Repulſe; You ſpare no pain, 

You try your utmoſt Wit, and rack your Brain - 

You Sail to [tdia, You forlake your caſe, 

Thro raging Storms, thro Rocks and boiſterous Seas, 

| Thro Heat and Cold, and gather every Wind, 
Toget more Wealth, and leave pale Want behind ; 

And'yet thou =_ not:take the pains: to hear 

A wiker Man adviſe. Fhee how to fteer : 

Who' kindly bids Thee check thy wild deſire, 

And leave what Thou doſt fooliſhly admire-: 

What Wreſtler. that ſhall ſtrive in every 'Fown, 
At every Wake, wilt-ſcorn th' 0/ywpian-Crown 2, 


Who 


* Juſtly, if canſt ; if not, at any rate ; 
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Who doth not cheap and eaſic wreaths diſdain» ** 
"_—_ who would have a Crown without the Pain 2 
. "The faying's true, and hath been often told, M 


Tho you have Vertue, Conſtancy, and Skill 

In Arts, thou ſhalt be thought a Common ſtill : 
And yet our Boys another Tale will tell, 

And fay, You ſhall be #7»g it you do well ; 

Be this thy Guard, and this thy ſtrong defence, 
A vertuous Heart, and unſtaind Innocence ; 
Not to be conſcious of a ſhameful fin : 

Nor yet look pale for Scarlet Crimes within. 
Now prethee tell me which you think is beſt, 
Or 0tho's Law, or this by Boys expreſt, 
'This-Song which makes the Vertuous Man a King, 
| And which the Noble Ancients us'd to ſing 2 

'  Whichbeſtadviſeth, He that bids thee oy 


Silver s more baſe than Gold, than Vertue Gold-: Tc 
O Romans, Romans, Gold muſt firſt be ſought, Gr 
Then Vertue, that's worth but a ſecond thought : 4 
This is the Tune of every Trading Fool, | 
Old Men, andevery Boy repeats this Rule, ; ] 
That with his Books and Satchel goes to School. G 
If you have not Ten Thouſand Pound in ſtore, Y 
But want a.Thoufand or a little more, ? 


Thy Common rank, and get a vaſt Eſtate, 


Only that at a Play or Puppet Show, _ 

You may fit nearer by a Seat or two ? 

Or He that bids Thee Steer a Vertuous Courle, 

And nobly Scorn, proud feeble Fortune's force 2 
4.Should the Crowd ask,why ſince I live in Town, 


. Walk the fame Streets with them, I do not own 
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The ſame Opinion 2 Why I'don't approve, 
And hate the Things that they do hate arid love > 
My Anſwer muft be what ſly Reynard faid 
Fo the old ſickly Zion, 7m afraid, 
Great King of Beaſts; for all the treads Tſee 
Are to thy Den, none back, that frightens me: 
Thou art a Many-headed Monſter, Rome, 


I know not what to imitate, or whom : 


Some love to farm Revenues, others Bait 
With Gifts to catch a Widows great Eſtate : | 
Whilſt others ſpread their Nets for wealthy Fools, 


And catch them, and ſecure the doati 


Shoals : 


Some by baſe Uſury their Wealth-increaſe : 

But grant that various Humors various pleaſe : 
Yet are They conſtant ſtill, do they approve 
For one hours time together what They love 2 
For inſtance, If rhe wealthy Wanton ſays, 


This little Baiz is the pleaſant ſt place ; 


His haſty wiſhes no delays afford, 
And the Sea quickly ſees her loving Lord : 


There if is fancy leads another way, 


As if a Sign from Heaven, He mult obey ; 
Come Work-men gather up your Tools, and drive 


To morrow to Theanum, there ['/ live : 
Doth He deſign to day to take a Wife 2 
No life, He cries, is like a fingle life : 


If not, He Swears the marry'd only bleſt , 
What Chain can hold this varying Protexs faſt 2 
What doth. the Poor Man 2 Laugh, he ſhifts his 


home, 


His Baths, His Barbers, and his eating Room, 


Or . 1 


HORACE 


Or | hires a germs .Ieulter tor 4 Groar, _ 
And pews like es in-theirPleaſitre-Boat. 
Suppoſe ſome blandering Barber notch-my hit 
And then | meet you, ſtreight you fnile and ſtart: 
Or if my Gown isborch'd; my Veſt unfir, 
My Cloths ill maye, You laugh, at ſuch a ſight : 
What when my Mind 1s with it ſelf at ftrife, | 
. And difagreesin all the Courſe of Life ; i-&;! 
When what i it hated now; it now defires; 
'Whar. now it threw away, it now admires, 
 Unſerxled as the Seaz or flittirig Air, 
It raſes; builds, and changes nd to fquare ; 
You count me mad in Faſhion, yoti fotbear 
To laugh, nor think 1 need'a Difler's care; 
Or Guardian from the Preror; tho my Friend, 
On whont my Fortunes, and my Life depend; 
My chiet Support; 1h Thott my orily Guard, 
And who art vext to ſee my. Nails ill par'd: 
Jn ſhort, the Wiſe Man's leſs than Fove alone, 
For all is His; and He'himlelf's his own 5 
- Rich, King of Kings, and of a Noble Stem, 
But chiefly well, unleſs when vex'd with Flegm. 
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EPISTLE 1 


The Heads of the Second Epiſtle. 


( 1.) He commends Homer to his Friend Lollius. 
(z.) Delivers ſeveral Precepts for a good Life. 


r.F/ Hillt yo you to plead at Rome, my Friend 


| here have key my Homer o'er agh\n : 
Who hath what's baſe, what decent; juſt and good, 
Clearer than Crartor or Cry/ippics Foe d: 

My reafons fort, if you have ei keifure, hear ; 
That Part that tells us how in rediou: War, 
For Paris Laſt, Greece ſtrove with Phrygia, ſings 
The Paſſions of the Crowd, and fooliſh Kings: 
Anrenvr thinks it belt to end the Wars, 
And give back Helen ; wanton Paris Swears, 
He can't be happy if He lives alone, « 
His Kingdom can't content-when ſhe'is gone: 
Atrides and Achiltes chide, and hate, 
And Neſtor ftrives to'cool the hot debate : 
One robb'd of what He eagerly defir'd, 
Was raisd by Love; but both by fury fir'd :- 
He counſels both, and ſtrives to make them Friends, 
The'People fuffer when the Prince offends : 
By Luſt and Rage were thopfand miſchiefs done, 
By Pride and Treachery, -1 i Tomp and- Town : 


| Ak 
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And then what Courage, and what Wit can do, 
He uſefully doth in Zy/es ſhow ; | 


Who, 7roy overthrown, to many Countrys went, - 


And ſtrictly view'd their Towns and Government, 
And whilſt thro' raging Seas He ventur'd home, 

- Met Thouſand dangers, and did overcome : 

Still careful of his Men He did advance, . 

And \fafely ſtem'd the Waves ofdang'rous Chance 
The.Sirens Songs, - and Czrce's Bowl you know, 
Which like his Mates had He but taſted too, 

Baſe and unthinking He had ſerv'd the Whore, 

In ſhape of naſty-Dog, or miry Bore : 

We are the Number, born to drink and eat, 

The Wooers of Fenelope, the ſpruce, the neat, 
The lazy Raſcals ; and whoſe. whole deſign, 

Was to get vicious pleaſure, . and; be fine : 

* WhaothoughtC'it vertuous to ſleep. haltthe Day, 
And Jull their Cares with Dances, Sonzs, and: Play, 


2. Rogues riſe before 'tis light-to-kill and thieve, 


Wilt Thou not-wake to fave thy ſelf alive - 
If now, when well, you will not leave your Eaſe, 
In vain youll try when preſt with a Diſeaſe : 
And when you cannot ſleep, except you read, 
And in good things employ your watchful head, 
Pale Treacherous Sins will ſwift approaches make, 
 AndLuft or Envy vex Thee whilſt awake : _ 
For why, whenany thing offends thy Eyes, 

oft thou ſtreight ſeek tor caſe, and freight adviſe; 
Yet it it ſhall oppreſs my Mind, endure 
The ills with Patience, And defer the Cure 2 
. He that hath once begun a good deſign, 
Hah finiſh'd half ; dare to be wiſe, begin : 


> 


4%. wood Lt apt” ge POLES Ks "O Is D=k 


+274 
"IE F 
- - 


EE Ffookl, - EPISTIES. 8x 

He that deterrs to live is like the Clown, I 

Who waits, expeRting till the River's gone : 6 

'F But that till rowls its Streams,and will rowl on. 
We ſeek for-Wealth, 'a good and fruitfhl Wite, 

The pleaſures, comforts, and ſupports of. Life;; 
ſour Woods /are-tam'd, and--plow'd 'encreaſe our 

- Norez « £wothe | 

©: | He that hath got enough tefires no more : 

Did ever Lands, or heaps of Silver. eaſe; ; 

The fev'riſh Lord 2 Or cool the hotDiſcaſe 2 
Or free his mind. {rom Cares, /He muft have health; 
He muſt be well, that would enjoy his wealth: 

He that deſires or fears, diſedsd in mind,-____ 
Wealth profits him as Piftures do the blind ; 
Plaſters the Gapty Feet j afjd eharmingAirs 
And ſweeteſt ſounds the ſtuft afid troubled Eats : 
The muſty Veſſels ſour what they contain; 

Scorri Pleaſure, Pleaſure. harts that's Bought witlt 

pain, 

The Greedy want, to. Wiſhes fix an End; 
The Envious pine at th' fatnefs of theit Friend. - 
The flerceſt Fyrants never-yer.could find -, x 
A greater rack than Envy. to.the-mind 2, -; * 

The Man thgt doth too haſhily engage, _.. 

That is all fire, and canngtcurb his rage, . -. - 
Batfles his own deſign, whilſt weaker grown s 
With malice. ynreveng'd\/He ſtrikes too ſoon : 

Angeres ſhort frenzy, curb.chy Soul, |. - _ 

And check thy rage, which muſt be ruld or rule : 

Uſe all thy. Art, -withall thy, force reſtrain, 

And take the ſtrongeſt Bitt,.and firmeſt Rein ; 
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The Di fitice when Pr Hall EI Kare d to bark 
At Bueks skins 'ſtu@U, row ringes&er the Park : | 
Now/wnow;whilſt young;with verfudusRules bepif) | 
Suck Holy Precepts now, and free from ſin. ,4 
What ſeafoffd' firſt'the' Veal keeps the Taft ;/ 
Now if yo on Donn, vor e9vettoofaft;' iQ 

I ret os noeſo he:{1a4 144ai&a my Race, on 

661 thoſe thit ea a ike pat, 21110 
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re, ico tis Friend Julius Florwss). rnofil 


A faniliar'Ppiſtle mpriring 4Fut Jeveral athens, ] 
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Y ulivs Plorja', Twould gladly bear, 
Where C/27, 'S Kinſman rkindles war ;. 
Doth Thrace or #leI74$'botrnd in Chains'or' Sttow,”). 
Or doth the” FeVefp 6 F-Wiſh to know, £ 


'Qr 4fid's' fruefol 2 Beto: Yo ow! p 
Whars do cl HWA SE 


(This I w te: Bren Aa s Wars? 
Abdwhoid any ws an hots rage, ; 
Shall ſprea fe, ghits _— at es thro Fytare Age?” 
And whar* bg ures growing Fame,” © 
Wha doth not fear to drunk of Pindar's Stream I 


| l BP IST'L'ES: at 
'Who ſcoras known Springs and hakes;: that gtoriou glorious 


He, 

"And is He well, and doth He think of Me 2 
Doth He, the Muſe propitidus, nobly![fing, 
And fit to Roman Harps ther 7; Zebeabing'e: 
in; | Or is He: wittiog Plays, and treads theiStage, 
. In-mard'ripg Verſe, and cle amuk{Taigte rage > 
And how doth Celſntido 2: 
Whom [-ſtill:-warn, as1 hayhefen rs: 
To get ſome Stock,;fome riches of bis own : 

/ 8 And not from others labours kept for fame 

| In wife 4potto's Temple ern a"nI1Me: 
- | Leſt all the Birds ley e, Ae, $0 elpinn 
'" | And th'Codgh be hiſt 

1 gone. 
What do. you do 2 wW hat w__ Mind produce / 
From what fweet Beds .of Thyme ſuck precious 

juice 2 

For you have Wit enough, your ſence is great, 
Your Words: well choſen; you expreſſion neat, 
Whether with'poynane: Toon you plead'a Cauley 
Defend the Innocentyand; the Laws 
Or chooſeiſoft Nambers.'and finooth Poerty,! 
The chiefe(/Crown ſtillzuſtly waits oa Phee,” - +- 
'If You could-leave thoſe Cares'thaf nutty Mit, | 
Shake off thy feats; atid/kavg-the 
Then you would live as Wifderr's''ru 
This is the'Work, the nable Study this «' 
This richard og > ng ſhoulkdimaketheirg are 
If we wotild 1 and ee from? _ 
To honeſt Men,and'to our Country round . 
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Pray write me. whether, -for Twiſh to know, © 
You love Numenius, as you ought to do. 
Or if the former difletence 'el6s'd in vain, * 
| Was never. fully cur'd, butbreaks apain. © © 
| But youin whatſoever patt you live, © - © + 
Whether 'tis hear or makes you ſteive, '' | 
Beth braveand hot, and; Oh! Too dear;' to prove | 
How frail are all the bands. of Brothers love: 
Where cer you how refide;| return to/Rowme, 
I feed a Steer to offer when you. come. 


ET _ 
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EPISTLE IV. 


A Familiar C omplement to his Friend Albus Ti- 
bullus; * © | 


-Tbes, the faireftCritick that 1 know, 

 k What ſhall i ay that yau are doing now 2 

| In Pedan fields do you deſign to write, 

| Moregreatithan Cafizs, 'and with higher flight - 

- Or dolt than gravely walk the healthy Wood, 

1 Conſidering. hat befits the Wiſe and Good ? 

| For You are-not. all Body, void of Mind, 

|| The Gods|havegiven a Soul of Noble kind ; 

| And Wealth, and Skill enough touſe thy/Store : 

| What cond eNurſe-for her dear Child wiſh more 2 
| -Than that He might be Sober whilſt He lives, 

| Aid able to'expreſs whac He conceives, it's 


T4  - . £ © Enjoy 
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Enjoy the Love ofall, 'and Fame and Health, © 

And cleanly Diet, with ſufficient Wealth 2 

HE mid'ſt ſtrong hopes and fears thy time doth 
waſt, 

Think every riſing Sun! will be thy aſt ; 

And fo the grateful unexpefted Hour 

- Of Life wolntg'd;whed come, will pleaſe the more : 

gem come and ſee me, now goorn plump and 

nez 
When you would laugh at one of Epicurus Swine. 


[_ 


EPISTLE V. 


To his Friend 7orguatas, 


He invites his Friend to a ſmall Collation. 


| My Friend Torquatus, and endure to Eat 
A homely Diſh, a Sallad/all the Treat : 
I make a feaſt, my chiefeſt Friends invite 
And beg that you would Sup with me to Night, 
My Liquor flow'd from the Minturnian Vite, 
In Taurus Conſulſhip, 'tis Common Wine ; 
Ifyou have better, = the Flasks be ſent ; 
Or let what I the Lord, provide contents” - * 
My Servants fweep and furniſh eyery Room, 
My Dithes all are cleansd againſt you come: 


F you can ſit upon a paultry Seat, q 


0 Hh 3 Forbear 
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| hopesand Foul l for gair, 4 1" 


And a a mag wy rt ting! ff 
,& Marrow C4/ar $ comes, !ta 
eleaſe to Cares, and a ſmall time to = Þu 
Then we rgay;ſleep till Noon;aod gay delight, - Pr 
And merry talk-prolong;the Summer's Night. | H 
What-is my: Wealth, ibLmuſt always ſpares”! |) |: 
He that lives Poor, toleaven: Wealthy Heir, : -- 7 


Is near kin to mad. I'll drink and oy. 

Enjoy my kl, and fling my.Gold away: . 

F'll frolick (let the ſparing be thought wile ) 

Content-to-beefteem'd a foot for this : 

What cannot, drunkenneſs effect, tis free 

Of Secrety, \and turns hopetodertainty, _ 

It puſhes on the unarm'd Man to Wars, 

It trees the troubled mind, trom,weighty Cares ; 

It teaches Arts; it teaches how to think, 

And what Man is not Eloquent in 'S Drink 2 

And who'tho.cramp'd in narrow: want's not free 2 

Now Tl provide (pray leave that task to __ 

I'm willing, and I'm fix! for;ſych a Care): 

Your.Seats {ball be 85 glean a5 any are 31; 

Your Napkins.g90d;' no:ſpet ſhall foul: the 'Cloch, 

pres, ght-. might make you ſutf your. ns and 
OA ff 09 ret 1 

The Cup 5s Well ſcour'd the medeſt Table rock, 

The ils {ljag/thas youtnay!ſee your faces... | 

None ſhall be there hon ſhall have treacherous Ears, 

And carry*o:gnour Fhiefbold what he hears::, + 

And tha (thy Boon Companidasmey be fit, 

| mk $99.9 98d Brizzs Vitinvite; | 1 


1H 4 © And 
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(ind it no. dearer Mis, -or better Feaſt, 

Holds Sabin, He ſhall make-another Gueſt ; 

I've Room enough,and each may bring his Friends, 
But ſweat at Tables too much throng offends : ' > 
Pray ſend me word what-time-you will be here, 

| How ma 6 Eriends you'll bring ; forget thy Gare, +» 
; | And whilſtthy, Clients thropg about thy. Hall, 

- | Creep forth thro the Back-door, and bob'em All. 


; 
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EPISTLE VI. 


To bis Friend Numicus, where he ſhows the method 
to gain true happineſs. 


It is the only method that I know, 
To make Men happy, and to keep 'em fo. 
Some view this glittering Sun, and glorious Stars, 
| And all the various Seaſons free from fears ; , 
Well then, thoſe Gifts of Earth the Gums and Gold, 
Which ſweet. Zrabia, and the Zrdzes hold, | 
Applauſe and Office, that miſtaken good, 
That great Preterment of, the Roman Crowd; 
When theſe are view'd with all their oawdy ſhow, 
How calm ſhoyld be our. Thoughts, how ſmooth 
our Brow / _ 
Now thoſe that fear their Oppoſites, admire 
Theſe ToyS,, as much as He. that doth delve ; 


Ot to admire, as moſt are wont to we. 


jo Hh 4 | For 
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| For both ſides fear left T Things their Hopes A 
E *. = both at ſudden difappointments grieve. 1 
| _ 'Whetherone j pens. op or hate or love, - | 


'v] 

Or ſtrive toſhun, or! eagerly approve, IT 
Tis all alike if the Event appears, - HA 

| Or-worſe or þetter-than He hopes or fears, | Fe 
He ſtands amaz'd with fix'd and ſtaring Eyes, \ A 


HisLimbs and Soul grow ſtiffat the ſurpriſe : A 
The juſt will be unjuſt, wiſe void of Wit, T 
'Fhat ſeek e'en Vertue more than what is fit : P 
Now go, let Gold and Statues charm thine Eyes, 1 
Go, and admire thy. Gems and 7yrias Dyes : 1 
Rejoice that when you ſpeak Men gape and wait ; ] 
Goto the Court betimes,- and come home late ; | 
Leſt Hutius reap a greater Crop of Corn, 
For 'tis unfit, ſjnce not ſo nobly born, 4 
Rather let him be wonder'd at by you, | 

' Than you by him, *tis better of the Two : 
Whatever's under Ground Age brings to light, 
And that will bury too, and hide the bright : 
When 4ppius way,and &rippa's Porch ſhall know, 
And ſee thee famous,* thou muſt walk below, [ 
As Nama, and as Ancus long ago. 

_- If vexing pains thy Sides, or Kidneys ſieze, 

Then ſeek ſome preſent Cure for thy Diſeaſe. 

Would '{ chou live well >' Who not 2 Then quickly 
'ftrive, 

And now fince Vertue only this can give, 

Then leave thy falſe delights, and that purſue : 

But if you think their wild Opinion trae, 
{ As heedlefs Minds the vaineſt things approve ) 
bem alias make Vertue juſ as Trees a Grove, 


Then 
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And ſtreight writes Word, / have five thouſand good, 


" 
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Then follow Wea'thy make that thy chiefeſt Care, 

See none foreſtal, and none ingroſs the Fair, 

Or bate the prizesof thy precious Ware. 

Then get one Thouſand Talents, then one more, - 
And then Another, and then © ſquare the Store; | 
For by this Empreſs Wealth is all beſtow'd, 

Arich and honeſt Wife, and every Good, 

As Beauty, Friends, and nobleneſs of Blood : 

The Rich and Moneyed Man hath every grace, 
Perſwaſion in his Tongue, and Yexus 1n his Face. 

The Cappadocian King 15 poor in Coin, 

Tho rich in Slaves, let not his way be Thine : 
Lucu/us once defir'd to lend the Stage 

A Thouſand Suits, fays, Fow can 7 engage, 

So many Suits 2 ' And yet I'll quickly ſend, . 

FI ſearch my flore, and ſee what 1 can lend : 


And they might take as many as They wou d-- 
That's an unturniſh'd Houſe, that Maſter poor, 
Which hath Things neceſſary, and-no more, - - 
And whoſe Superfluous plenty not deceives, - 
And ſcapes the Maſter's Eye, and profits Thieves. 
If Wealth caq make Thee bleſt, and keep Thee fo, 
Mind it the firſt, and the laſt Thing you do. 
If Offices, and all their gawdy Pride, - 
Then buy a witty Slave to guard thy fide ; 
To tell Thee great Mens Names, and Nobles ſhow, 
And warn Thee to bow Popularly low ; 
Sir, that's a Lord, and this, Sir s ſuch a One, 
He bears the greateſt ſway in all the Town ; 
Unleſs you cringe and get his Voice, d:ſpair, 
His Vote diſpoſes of the Conſul's Chair : 

= 


Sir, 


Sirs go their ears nin Father cal, 

| Some Sons, and pleaſantly adopt thiw' al | 

If He lives well that, eats. well,” come 'tis light, 
Let' s. YO, - -l&d by, our-ruliog Appetite. 

Let's Fjſhand: Hunk as Gatgil us'd.ta do, 
Wha.every morning: bad his Servants go, | 
With h Pls and _ and-.Spears, a9d-march along 
The well-fill'd Market place, and-buſie throng, , 
That Qne of many Mules might carry home, | - 
A Boar, that the bad bought, thro gazing. Rome. 
Let's Bath cen whilſt the undigeſted. load, 

Lies crude; forgetting what is Hiſt and pood : 
Fit to be wax'd, - {yes Mates outright, | 
Who lov'd their Country leſs than baſe delight... 
If nothing, as Mimernus ſtrives to prove, 

Can er be pleaſant without wanton Love ; 
Then live in wanton Love, thy Sport purſue, 
Let that employ thy precious Time; \Adieu, - 
If yow know better Rules than theſe, be free, 
Impart ems but if not, uſe theſe with Me. 


EE 
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EPISTLE” VII 


(r.) He excuſerh himſelf” for not waiting on Mecxs« * 
nas. : (2) Commends his generofity. (3.) His 
enod-rate deftres. ory >, 


1. FN five days timeT  promis'd You, . My Lord, + 
Toibe in Town ———— | 
And yet all 4ug»ſt paſt have broke my word ; 
But, Sir, if you deſign that I ſhould live, 
Whilſt now I fear | ſhall be ſickly, give 
That pardon to me which you would allow, 
Suppoſe,' My Loyd, 1 were reap ſo: x 
Whilſt 4#7mn burns, and Dog-ftars beams dorage, 
Whilſt all Difeafes that attend on Age 
Are waitiog now upon the Aged year, C 
Whulft frequent Mourners in fad Pomp appear, 
And careful Parents for their Children, fear. 
When each Officious Viſit ſurely kills, 
Brings dangerous Feyers, and: .-unſeals. our Wills ; 
If Winter's ſharp;and fpreads the. fields with Snowsfp 
Down to the warm Sea ſide thy. Poet goes, 
There ſtudies little, and. takes ſoft repoſe. C 
And then when ſpring returns, and Swallows come... - 
Ii ſee you," if you' pleaſe, My Lord, at Rome. . _ - 
2. Your kindnef makes me rich, unlike to theirs - 
Who thus invite thejr Gueſts'to Ear t cir Pears. of 
Come, pray,Sir,cat*” $ir. 7m content with theſe ; 
Then pray,, Sir, take as many as you pleaſe : 
yl © Your 


_ 
a- . 
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- Yourlittle Boys will eat them, tho but ſmall, 
Thanks, Sir, 'as:much as if Itook them All : i 
Then prayy Sir, take them, yet as you think fit, _ 
But all the Pears you leave my Hogs mult eat : 
Fools only give what they do ſcorn and hate : 
' This'Seed ſtill bath, and ſtill will bear ingrate : + 
But when the Wiſe Men and the good beſtow, | 


Tho They true worth, from bare pretences know, 

They tell you, you defſery d.itlongago. 

If -you wou!d have me ſtill attend your train, 

 Reſtoremy Vigour and my Youth again : « 
My curfd black Locks ſpread o'er my narrgw face, 
Reſtore my merry talk, and ſmiling grace ; 

And make me. fit again for Loves deſign, 

And t'monrn coy Cynera-o'er a glaſs of Wine. 

A bungry Fox when pincht for want of Meat 
Crept thro a little hole to heaps of Whear, 

And there well fill'd he would return again 

Thro the ſame chink ; He ſtrove,but ſtrove in vain. 

ÞÞ: When lo the Weeſel cry'd, ab/urd deſign, 


Fox, you were thin and leay when you got in, 

And if you would get out be quite as thin. 
Is. this apply'd to me ? I now reſtore 

Gifts that came from Yoy, and ask no more. 

The common People's ſleep I do not praiſe, 
Cauſe full my ſelf and fure of happy Days. 
Nor would I fell my freedom and my Eaſe, 
For rich Arabia, or the richer Seas. 

My Lord Mecenas, you do oft admire 
And praiſe the Modeſty of my defire, 
You King and Father I do oft confeſs, 

When preſent, ad when abſent ſpeak no lefs : 
«ROY ne FI Now 
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Uſpook 1. EPTISTLES. 
ow try if I can quietly reſigr 
Vhat - I have, be poor, kak not repine : 
Belewachus faid well, 'a barren place | 
[rule, unfit for wo. it yields'no grafs ; 
Nor is it" ſpread into'a ſpacious Plain. 
' L4rrides take your preſents back again : 
Mean Things do ſuit mean Men: 'Utimov'd I ſee 
© | Rome's Pomp- and State; they are no Charms to Me. 
3 $But unfrequented 73i4ur's quiet eaſe, 
I The ſhady Plains,/and foft Zarertum pleaſe. 
 $ Philip the famous Lawyer coming home, 
1 | (And as He walk'd the tedious ſtreets of Rome ; 
I N-w old,” complaining from his Houſe toCourt 
Did feem a tedions'way, tho once but ſhort) 
He ſaw a ſpruce neat fellow of the Town 
Paring/his Nails hard by, and all alone. 
Demetrius (he then waited on his Lord) 
Go quickly, run, enquir# and bring me word. 
| Who that Man is, what Trade, and what E I. ate, 
Who is his Patron, go, and tell m? ſtraight. 
» 0 He runs, comes back, and ſays ;the Man by Name, 
| Zalteius Menas, ſpotleſs in his Fame, 
By Trade a Cryer,” his Eftate but ſmall, 
Enough for Natare's Wants, and-that's his All. 
Now takes his Eaſe; and now his 'Gamme purſaes, -. 
Knows how to gethim Wealth, 4nd how to aſe ' 
His Friends, his Equals, and his Houſe his'own'; C 


And when his Bus'neſsand: his Caresare done, 
He freely takes the pleafures ofthe Town. 
Well, Pmuſt talk with him, Go, freight invite, 
Carelt bim He muſt Sup with me t0' Night. 


, He 
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At laſt pleads buftineſs: bg? tmy/ deny'd> ».v.. 
Yes he denies;you ons ol bears) or Pride: 1111 ly, 
Next Morning early;Philip.changd:to-met;; .; A gu; 
Tlteius felling; :Toys abont the-$treet.: 2 00 Hi 
He comes upto him,xhere,and; Indly daid;! na3 An 
Good-morrow; fixlt,. - Meva-xensd his Trade; wif ye 
The Clog that hindxed that he did) pot. wait/;:;; +4 
This Morning/#arly at his Worſhip's Gatez|.::!! -1/tl W 
And laſtly that He had-nat ſeen. hun firſt. ./1; | "| v1 
Says. Philip, ik you'll-Sup,wishirheto night,. 14 || v 
I will forgive you®! Sir, what wuthinkft :.0 111 G 
P 
B 
B 
] 
/ 
] 
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T'1 wait en you; Then comeat;;Three, be ſaid:3 
Beſure you come, -ngW g0,,a0d miwmd your Trade: 
He came and Sup, and. talll;and well content; 
He thank'd bis Worthip, and; away! he went, ._... 
When after this. ke-was obſervid $0-wait, | _ + 
And often. come to.ta{l-the Treieherous Bait... . 
Each Morn a Client,.and a Gueſtat:-Noon;. (+ i 
One Feaſt, when-fno-Cou t buſine could be done | 
His Patron ask d.higtto:rideoutrs: Town. 4 
He yields, and mauntcd on a fatcly-Horſe, |: Th (< 
He ermertaigs hum With -Jongtiſcourſe ;.: ! 11:11) 
He waileths Pri/ap faw hisdriſt'and fmild, | on) 
Agd. ſajoend themik,. apd:makepmoreiſporty,; | -i! 
gives: him, {and 10 cut che Storythort)ii '-/ 
Ledids him tw hugtited pounds; add then petfwades: 
To buys Farm; god, leave his former Trades » \ 
He takes the'Counſh buys, and leaves the:Fowny: 
Puts off the modiſh Spark, and turns a Clows : 


14 *. Talks 
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04 Talks norhin but of Furrows and of Vines 
| Improvenient of his Lang, p 14 : 
He minds his Trees, and He Id of Pain, 
"VI Grows Grey upon his Cares, An nd thoughts of Gain ; ; 
 11/F But when his Sheep were lofthe4mew not how, C 


31 


> I His Goats Diſcas'd, yo Corn refug'd to grow, 
32F And labouring Oven dy'd beneath 'the Plough's 
"x Vex'd at the various loſs, away He gots," \ 4 
| At midnight in a rage tg Philip's Hovlez  _ 

| Nhcb, Philip ſav Him haſtily appear, JO 
Deform'd agd,rou his Face, untrind his Hil 
®, Mena, ays he, I noe Tour ſelf with Care.) 

"| Good Parry yd out 11 Wild affright; 
| Pray call ine H Wie tch, if you. would call me Lo J - 
* | By Fes, 0 all bag © pood, ardfll that's dear; ? 

" | By all you Lai 'Lird, abt yow fear,”> - 
I beg your LEP 1 ode my vexitig > Pain 3 010) 77 
And | rurq, me to my former Lift Down! 3 &b12H * 
He that hath once perceiy {+ th treacherous Bait, 
And how his firſt OAT his preſent Stare, 21: 
Let him hey is forrner Care, ' 2 ÞV (rt 
And.tallow, wh FR! feft'; ris jeſt and Falt, : & 
By. our own ( ito meafurs What v we argu | 
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EPISTLE) 'vw.. 


To bis Friend Celſus. 
cophain of. the fickneſ of his Mind, aid g1ves 


bis Friend advice. 


| O prithee, Maſe, my loving oak expreh, 
And wiſh my Ce//w Health and good ſuccth; 
Ana if by chance, He asks Thee how t do, 

Tell him.l'make a noiſe, a wdy ſhow ; 

I protni eahey Things, I nobly ſtrive ; 

Yet fay. what ill; un yeh LifeI live 

Not i the Hail.doth break my Vines, of bedt 
My Corn, nor cauſe. my. Olives ſhrink with heat ; 
Or Herds: grow fickly .in my Foreig n Plain ; ; 
No, but hs my Soul is vex'd With Pain, 

(The Body ſound.) it.is a ſharp Diſeaſe, 

And yet 1 can't endure tg Hefr of caſe : 
I ſtorm.at ,my Phyſician, hate ny Fr Friend, 

Becauſe they ſtrive to wake my drowſie Mind: 
What's good [ hate, and whit ” will hutt approve, 
Unſettled ſtill, and as wild fancies rove, 

At Tibur, Rome, at Rome | Tibur love. 

Then ask him how He dorh with his-Conmimand, 
And how he pleaſeth Claudius and his Band 

If Hefays well, then firſt be fure rejoice, 
Andafterowith a ſmall inſtructive voice 


 Infuſe this Precept at his liſning Ear, 


We will bear You, as You Your Fortune bear. 
EPIST. Þ%. 


pile 2 PISTILES: : 
EP:ISTLE'XL 


He Commends his Friend Septimius to Claudius 
Nero. 


er 


Think my Friend, my Dear Septimiww-knew,' 

k How great an Intereſt, Sir, I have in You; 
| For He ſtill asks and begs-me as a Friend, 
'! | He importunes me that f would Commend, 

And bring him to your Service; He is fit 

For Nero's Train and Love, who does admit 

None but good Men, and Men of Sence and Wit. 
{ | He thinks me Intimate, my [ntereſt good, 
And more than I my ſelf eer underſtood : 
I long deny'd, a thouſand tricks I vsd, 
And urg'd a thouſand things to be excus'd ; 
But fearing I ſhould ſeem too ſhy, to own 
MyPawer with you, kind to my 1elf alone, 
And ſcandals of a worfer fault prevent, 
I'm turnd, My Lord, a modeſt Impudent, 
I boldly ask ; now if youcan Commend 
My boldneſs in the Service of my Friend, 
Accept Septimzus , let him fill your Train, , 
I promiſe him a ſtout and honeſ; Man. | 
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EPISTLE :X.- 


-'7 Tohis Friend Fefeus AriÞins. 


\ 3% 4A tw. 


 (t:) Prefers the Country before the City. (2.) The 
Covettus maſt te Shawes.. Pym nl Y 
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LL Health I lover'of the Country ſend 
To Fuſtus the gay Cities greateſt Friend , 

Brothers in all things elſe, what one approves, 

Or flies, the other likewiſe hates or loves ; c 

We nod together like old acquainted Doves. 

And now we tlifagree in this alone, - 

Our humors gif rhere/; you love the Town, 

AndI the pleafant Plains, and purling Flood, 

The Groves, atzd moſſy Banks, and ſhady Wood: 

In ſhort, I Live, I Reign; fince Fm tetir'd, | 

From that winch you as much as Heaven admird. 

* Like one at laſt from the Prieſts fervice-fled; ' 

< Loathing the honey'd Cakes, I long for Bread © 

Do You a Life to Natures Rules defign, 

And ſeek ſome fit Fouggation to begin, 

Some Ba/rs where this happy Frame to raiſe 2 

The quiet Country is the'fitteſt place. 

Where is.the Winter's Cold more mild than here - 

And when the Sun aſcends, and burns the year, 

ANern Op pore delightful Wind aſſlwage 

The Dog-ftarSfury, or the Lions rage 2 
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Or where do envious Cares break fewer dreams 3 
Do Flowers ſhine lefs;or ſmell lefs fweet than Gems? 
Are Streams more pure that Leaden Pipes convey, 
m_ thoſe fair Springs that with their want 
piay, 

And gentle murmurseat-their cal Way : 2 

E'en midſt our Palaceswe plant a Grove; | 
And Gardens dreſs ; our Care ſhows whatwe love: 
That Houſe is moſt eſteem'd, He wiſely: builds 
That hath a Proſpe@to the open fields. | 
Strive to expel —_ ature, tis ity vain, C 

e 


With-doubled forc will returnagain, 

And conquering riſe above the proud-diſdain. 

Not thofe that drive a'Trade-in 7yriawdyes, 

Yet know not Counterfeits, -nor how to'prize'; * 

More vexing and more certain Cheatspuriue, |  - /! 

Than Thoſe that can't diſtinguiſh falſe from true. _ 

Thoſe whom the ſmiles of Fates too much delight, 

Their ſudden Frowns mare thake and jnort ate 

What you admire, You will be loath to 3 oe; ; 

Greatneſs and Fortune's gilded ſnares refuſe : . 

* 41 humble Roof, plain Bed, and humble Board, 

« More clear and mote untainted{weets afford, 

* Than all the Tumult of vain greatneſs brings ,-— 

* To Kings, or the ſwolt Favourites of Kings, | 
2. Both fed together, till wirh injur'oysforce, - B.. 

The ſtouter Deer expeſl'd the weaker Horſe : © © 

He beaten, flies to Man to Vipht his Cauſe, 

Begs help, and takes the Bridle in WNW... 

Yet tho He, Conque uerg, .tho He rul'd the Plain 

He þore'the Rider ill; and felt the Rejn, _ 
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Thus the mearr/Wretch, that tearing tobe poor, 
Doth ſelt his-Liberty: for: meaner Ore::: 

Muſt bear a Lord, He muſt be ſtill a Slave, 
That cannot aife the little Nature gave. _ 
Him whom his Wealth doth not exactly fit, 
Whoſe ſtores tooccloſely;: or:too; looſely; fits 
Like Shooes ith made and-faulty, if too great 
They overturn, andipinch him if:too ſtrait. 
Content :Ariſtas with thiy:preſent ſtore; 7 
Thou wilt live wiſely and not wiſh for more; 
And let me prithee feel rhy.:ſharp reproot, 

Tf 1 ſhall ſtrive for-more:than juſt enough. 
Money. muſt rule, - or. muſt obey the Mind, 
More fit for |Service than/for Rule deſign'd : 
Behind Facuna's Fane theſe lines I drew ; 

Well pleasd withevery thing,- but wanting you. 


OS 
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EPISTLE XI. 


: T, o bis Friend Bullatus; who had been Travelling ; 
" That happineſs may be had any where. 


Chies and ſtately Sardis, let me know, 
It they are ſuch as Fame reports, or no>-. 
Or can you find More pretty things at home ? 
Are all theſe places mean compar'd to Rome 2 
Orelſe doth ſome t4/ian City pleaſe, c 


Natur, how did pretty Samos ſhow, ( 


Or Zebedus,Where tir'd with iſt rous Seas, 
And tedious Roads, You firſt fat down to eaſe > 
LRU 3 e if Now 


( 
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Now Deſert Zehedwus contains but ſew, | 
And leſs than,Gabii or Fidene knew. ©; +! 
Yet there my days I with Content -=y ſpend, 
Forget, and be forgot by every Friend. 
There fafe at ſhore ſee Witids and” Storths engage, 
And ſmile from Land at<iftant Nepttint's t age: 
But he that comes to Row&thro Rainarid Mare, 
Would not live always by a Kitc in Fire- 
And he that's cold comments ni - BathSand Heat, 
As if they made a happy ſe eomp leaf! ' _ 
Nor 'caule Storms toſs ſhould chou Tight ſeek 
\. thy caſe," 
And fell thy Ship beyond. Eien Seas) | EO2POTY © = 
Fair ytelene will prove #5'great a good/"'! 11.1 
To Men of ſober Minds; agTibur's Flood -' ; 
To Swithtners'when cold Winds ſevetef' blow ; gi ef 
As Freeze it:Sumitier;-'Silks/in Froſt and Snow: * 
WhilK Fortune ſmiles, ad'gives'Thee happy days, 
Chias at Rome, and abſ6tit $imes praiſe/ 
Taks trankflly thoſe hours the Gods ſhall give; * 
Uſe whilſt -yow may, and'be not flow'to live. | 
For if "tis Reaſof, and notchange of Airy": | 
That brings ſofcReſt, ahd frees our Souls from Care, 
Thoſe that beyond Sea po halt fadly-find,1 
They change'their Climate only, not: erheir Mind: 
A buſic idlcnels deſtrofs our eaſe,” _' / 


We "ride and' Sail to ſeek-for happineſs. -- -:- 
Yet what we'ſeek with —_— [Tide and Wind, 
Fr s 


We can Cen here, : or at Z/lubra' find, 
| 0 we can tave but a conrenred Mind. » 
I; 2 hob my 
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EPISTLE Xil 


2991 1 


I. Deſires bas Friend lecius #0 be content. 2. Com- 
mend; Pora pey 'Groſphus ..zo him. 3. Tels how 


the Aﬀfairs.i i Italy a 
tt 1 216 
"Fo Fi Von e901 uſe Aaviope's vali Eſtate, 
5 new. MAAIYY:- tis the: height of 


Not EN + himſelf could give a greater ſtore, 
Tho grown prefufe; myS iend complam-no more 
He that hath.things for-uſe is.never poor. 
If Thou haſt cleanly Food, and Suits enow, . 
What mote than this cankingly Wealth beſtow - 2 
- ; Tfat full;;Tables cord withgainty- met. -+ 
- Youcaaqodtain, and erbs and Mallows eat, 
hus thou wilt-live;-.if prodigal of her ſtore. ©. 
The Golden'ſtteams of Formane glid Thee ver : 
Cauſe Money cannot;Natures ſtamp deface, - 
And all things;you below-trye Vertue'place :: | 
Why ſhould we wonder; isit-ſtrange $064 } 


| emocritut grown pobhrer, whilſt his mind 
 Wasigohe abrind, +2nthlefs is /Limbo:bebind - 
Whilſt You thro Clogs ofgait#edn nobly <limb,, | 
And midR dult: Avarice think-0n, Things: Sublime 

What boiinds the Sea,,] what rales the. Vear,! 
Whether by their own force :the Planets etx,: > - '/ 
Orfome Superior Guidez:what ſpredds: the. Night .2 
pays rx the Moon 2 What fills her facc with 

!glt# | 


* What 


Book 
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Whardi - Seeds of'Thinigs can/ male,” Pp 
__ Stoicky or petoctes Jorer 
tatever' Life you live, or-Fiſhesdreſt; ' - £ 


Leeks and Onions kill d do _—_ our Feaſt ; 
. | t:Bekind, ler Pompey. be your Gueſt. - 
> | What he ſhall ask (He'll ask bur little ) grarit, 
Friends arein ſmall eſteem whete good. wart. 
. 3. But now to tell how Rome's Aﬀairs do ſtand, 
Cantabria yields to ftont” AgFippa's hand 5: © -/ 
f Armenia Claudius Nero's Courage feels; 
The haughty| Parrbian now ito = kricels: | 
And Golden pketity with abotiateous hand, 
Rich Harveſiyivialy ſehteugs &erour Land. 
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EPISTLE Kitt; 


To his Friend Vinnius Aſella about preſenting his 
Books | to Czlar, 


CCS 


S Ladrf 'd you oft before you went, 

| beg Thee Yinnius now ide preſent _ 
To Caſaer,'Seald; when vexing Cares are" fled, 
When well, when Merry, when 1 asks to read, 
Leſt over-buſie in thy kind deft 
You chooſe] hours, and mak him hate my lines ; 
But if the Pack ſhall:pinch Thee throw it down, 
Refuſe to bear. it; 'and the weight diſown, 
Rather thanchaving paſt the tedious Road, 
908 Saddle ſhake, and oe to caſt the Load ; 
i 4 


And 
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And thus make: ry rr s Ancient Name, ol 
Be 4/5 indeed, u phblick talk and-ſhame: | 
þ year thy ſirengeh der Lakes and Mountains, | 


And wh when chok Sereights are paſt you reach the bo 
4 

Take: > heed, and what you bring: iſle « Yet 
none ©: + / | To! 
Be ſhy, andeautious, is cy Books ery > by 
Nor bear ther as a Ruſicþ would aLamb> - Jt 
Under thy Arm, as if thy hands were full. - We 
- AsdrunkengPy:hia: carries pilfer'd Wool: >! {IT 
As when invited to his Landlord's-houſe; :{ IQ 
- A Country Tenant bears his Hat and ak Ar 
Proclaim not that you ſweat thoſe Lines to bear;- In 
Which will detain Great C2/ar's Eyes and Ear ; A 
Make al/the haſt my eager With requires,1 If 
Farewel, tales bined you Anſwer my deſires. . 
14 abas tak, of-MA; MY. 
" | 


EPISTLE XIV, 


To bis Steward, that He referrs the a Cane Beto 
the City, and why. = | $1 


w 


Ou Steward fry Woods and leafaot Plain | 
| "Which when I-reach, Jam'my felfagain : 
Contemn 'dby You, tho it: hath keptalobe {6 


Five Ancient dwellers, arid is often known, 
To ſerid: five Senators'to Baria's Town. - 


Come, 


Come now 'tis;Time, let's ſee which of the Two, 
[from my Mind, or from my Paſtures You; 
(an pluck Thorhs beſt, and which is better _ 
4nd-which is better, - Zorace, or his Field : 
Tho Lamia's Piety, and mournful Care, 
That weeps his Brother's Fate detains me here:: 
Yet ſtill my Mind's abroad, my Soul-doth ſtrive, 
To break the Bars and get free Room to hve. 
| praiſe: the Country, You-the-happy Towr:: 
He that loves others States diſlikes his own ::/- -. 
We blame the places, . both deceiy/d and F ools, Ta! 
Tis undeſerv'd; the-fault is in-our: Souls, 
Qur .Souls that- are their own Companions Chill, ' 
And groan beneath 'their Natiye load of-ill ; 
In Town your. wiſhes beg'd the Fields; and Phin, 
A Farmer now Y.0y ask the Town again, 
[| Iconſlans to my {elf part griev'd from home," 
When hated bufineſs forces me'ta Rome. - 
We Two dovery diff rent Things admire, 
We widely difagree in our deſire: + TtcT 
Whar you call lonely Melancholy: Seats, - | :-- - 
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A Man. of my -Qpinion, as he-hate$” - 

What you thiak 4ais; accounts, them fine retreats. 
The Qily Ord'naries,. the Stews. do move -/ -;-., 
Thy wiſhes for the Town, they. raiſe thy Love : 
And.'cauſe my;little Farm doth-bear-no' Vine, ' 

But Frankincenſe, | ſee thy wild-defign : 

No neighbouring Tavern there to ſell Tekin Wine. 
No wanton Songſtreſs there to pleaſe thy Senſe, 
 Andraye thy heavy Limbs into a Dance ; 

Yet Thou doſt Labour, thou doſt Toil and Sow, 


And break thy Fields, that never felt the Plough : 
* Yet 
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Yet you take Care, you waſh my bleating Flocks, * ; 
Andgather boughs to feed my wearied Ox, © 1) 
And if the River run above the bound,” | ; 

| 


Swoln big with Rain;you raiſe.a ſtronger Mound, + | 
And teach it to forbear the Meadow ground. | ſo. 
Now why theſe things ſo differently appear TH; 
'To Us and what divides our Fancies; hear ; vo 
I that lov'd all the Frolicks of the: Town, - wy 
Curl'd powder'd Locks, « fine and gawdy Gowa :; * 
That plea&'d coy /Cyweri without a price, 'þ 
That loy'd debauch; and conrted every Vice, ' -' 
Now like ſhort Sappers; and at civil kours, ' 17 
And fleep by putling/Streams, on Banks of Flowers, 
Once to be wild is no ſuch foul'difgrace, '' | | 
But 'tis fo ſtill to run the Frantick Race : 
There on my Joys no $quint-ey'd/Erivious wait, | / 
None frowns, none looks askew, no ſecret hate,” 
With Venom'd Tooth doth bite: My Neighbours 
ſmile, 118 2871 | STO BEN 
Toſee me buſieat my little Toil. 
at you had rather be remov'd to Town, 
at way your Mind and eager Wiſhes run-:'' +. | 
City ſlaves the while the-Country love, ' ''''' | 
And envy Thee thy Garden, ' and thy-Grove:; -! | 
The Ogthe Saddle asks, the AG the Plough; ” 
L& All Cthat's beſt) purſue the Arts they know.” /\ 


| 2 | | 
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EPISTLBS | 
_EPISTLE XV, 


Iſo bis Friend Vala, inquiring what he can have in 
'8 the place whither be 4 ns to retire for bus 
flealth. | 
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Ear Yala, prithee quickly fend: me word, 

, What, Velza,'what Sa/ernum can afford; 

" I How hot: rhe Winter 2 -If the Air be good 2 
$i Fhac manner'd: Men; live there. And what's s the 
S | ' Road 2, 

\ | (True, my Phy ficien tells me I may uſe 

' | The Bajar Baths, bur thoſe their nas, 
'\ | Becauſe in-Winter-cooler Streams I'chooſe. 
k That I ſhould leave their Groves, their Sulphurons 
y Stream, 
So fam for curing inatty Gouts, contemo ; 
The whole Tawn mourns, and curſes the Difeaſe,' / 
That makes us ſeek the Clyfran Sptirigs for Eaſe: 
That makes us leave cher Groves; her: warmer at, 
For unfrequented Gaty's cod] retreat. | ? 
To change my» Station now I maſt-begin, 
And force my Horſe beyond my-nfuatilnn:; 
So ho,where now:3 the angry Riders ſay, 
And Riffly pullthe Rein,that's:northeway, *- |. 
We're not for Bay, or.Came, and\then,they ſooth, 
But bridked. Horſes: Ears-are in.theirmouth. ) 
Whictsyiclds the moſt, and whit the ſweetolt 

Grain, <<: 2 
Whether and ſet out Tubs to catch the Rain, 
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Or elſe have conſtant Springs, their Water clear, 
For I don't like the Wine they fanly: there :, 
(True, when at home, then any Driok will pleaſe, 
But when I go abroad to take my Eaſe, 


Enjoy Seas warmth, my thoughts from Cares re«. 


-prieve, © / 
My Liquor muſt be good, if I would Live :- + + 
Such as will fill my Veins with gen'rous fire, ___ 
Bring. certain'hopesof Health,and thoughts inſpire : 
Such as may make'my wanton Wiſhes riſe, 


And ſhow me young and grateful'#6 my Miſs :)--1': 
Where moſt Hates-run, moſt Bodrs ibfeſt the Plains, 


Which Sea moſt Oyſters, which moſt Fiſh contains, 
That whilſt 1 live t'may be Plump and gay ; | 
You write me:word;: Vil ctedit what you ſay: 

' Menius When alb hisdirtle Linds were gone, if 
Alitoofely: ſpent; and He a Man oth Town; * 
 ABully, at no certain board He Din'd, © 
Nohouſe to lodge; but rail'd ar Foe-and Friend ; 

A hitter Rogue to Jeer, and _ t 
Severe'to Scandalize 3 the'very Bane © 
Arid ruineiof the'Shambles; whatHe got 

He ſwallow'd ; all:went down'his greedy Throat. 
He when his Clieats not anſwer'd his defires,” | 
When little came from Fops, and-bubbl'd Squires, 
Would'feed on:Guts; /and onthe vileſt Meat, 


Swallowing azrtwch-as three latge/Bears cquld Eat; 


Antfober He, rwhilft thus he hardly far d, ' 1) » 
Would hanwe forfooth the Spend-thtifts Bellies ſear'd ; 
Vetthe'fame Heniw when his gains were more; :! - 
And on his Gut he waſted all his Store, T4 
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= | Turn'd-all to Smoak and Aſhes, us'd to cry, 
' No wonder, faith, to ſee that Men feed high, 
When not the World a fairer fight can ſhow, 
\. | Than the large pickled Belly of a Sow : 
| Tmjuſt like him, when poor, Oh how I love 
w The fafe and little Store, and how : approve / 
When Rich, then thoſe are bleſt, and-only thoſe, 


Whoſe ſtately Houſe their hidden Treafure ſhows, 
» | None live ſo well, none take ſuch ſoft repole. 


C_—_ 
CC — 


F EPISTLE XVI. 


(1:) To his Friend Quintus, a Deſcrip*ion of his 
little Farm. (2.) Advice concerning a happy 
life. * 


Sk me not Quintus,what my Farm doth yield, 

Whether 'tis Hay or. Corn that crowns my 
tield ; 

Elms cloath' d with Vines, or Fruit, or Olives riſe, 

T11 tell you what it is, and how it lies. 

A r.dge of Hills a ſhady Vale divides, 

And oe the Sun's kind Rays on both her ſides ; 

The righthand opens to the riſing day, 

The left hand gently takes the ſetting Ray ; 

You like the Clime : If every Hedge that grows 

Doth bluſh in Cornoils, or doth mourn in Sloes, 

If Beechen Groves and fruitful Oaks afford 

Meat for my Cattle, Shades for me their Lord, 


You'd 


HORACES © Booked: 


gro__ 
You'd think Zarenrum's pleaſant Fields remove \ 7 
To wait on me, -and ſpread a thady Grove, + 

A pleaſant Spring, almoſt a River flows, = 
Not Heber's Streams the 7hracias Fields incloſe.'" || 7 
With waves more cool and clear; The waters ſpreatf} ; 
To purge the Stomach good, and cleanſe the Head {| 1 
Theſe pleaſant (nay 'tis true) theſe ſweet 'retreasÞ} x 
Preſerve my Health amidſt the Summers Heats, | | 
/ 

/ 

\ 

/ 

A 

] 

| 

| 


2. And you live well if what Fame ſays be true; 

For all admire, and Rome doth boaſt of you. 

She calls you happy, but, my Friend, I fear 

| You more believe what others ſay, you are, 

Than what you know your ſelf : 

Eſteem none happy but the Wiſe and Good. 
Nor when you're flatter'd by the heedlefs Crowd 
That you look well, diſſemble thy diſeaſe, 

Sit down to feaſt, and give it time to ſlieze, , 
Until it ſhakes, and thou canſt eat no more : 

-- Ifs fooliſh ſhame to hide a feſt ring Sore. 

# Suppoſe one ſpeaks of Wars and noble Fights, | 
And with theſe words thy empty Ears delights; | 
Jove who for Tou, and for the People cares, | 
Leaves ſtill in doubt whoſe ſafety moſt prefers, 

The People Tours, or ele the People's you. 

Doſt ſee his praiſe is only Czar 's due 2 

Yet when they call Thee Good canſt Thou: agree 2 
Canſt Thou eonſeatthat That belongs to'Thee, > 
For You and I both love the Crowd ſhould fay 

That weare good, but what that gives to day, c 

To morrow if it pleaſe it takes away : 

As when it offices on Fools beſtows, 

They call ther þack,and ſcorn the Man they choſe: 
"TH" p Lay 


o 


kt Þ Book 1. EPISTLES. err 


Lay down, 'tis ours They cry, I lay it down 

Poor naked Wretch, and griev'd,depart, and frown : 

The ſame Crowd calls me Thref, they paſs 2 vote 

That I'm «nchaft, 'or cut my Fathers throat ; 

And with falſe Scandals bite me ; muſt I fear, 

Muſt Took pale for this 2 Or ſhed a tear 2 

Falſe Honors pleaſe, and falſe reports diſgrace 

And trouble, Whom 2 The vicious and the baſe : 

Who then is Good 2 Why He that keeps the Laws, 

And ancient Rites ; whoſe Word ſecures a Cauſe : 

Who reconciles his Neighbours, free from Strife, 

And ſeems to lead a fair and honeſt Life : 

Yet all his Nezghbours know him baſe within, 

His out-ſide's fair, his inſide's black with Sin. 

Suppoſe my Slave ſhould fay, I neither fly. 

Nor. ſteal : We, Thou haſt thy reward ſay I. 

Thou art not Scourg d, I never kill'd a Man, 

Well, Thou ſhalt not be hanz'd, or torn with pain. 

But I am thrifty, honeſt, good, and wiſe, 

Sabelus cannot grant it, nay denies : 

For crafty Foxes dread the fecret Snare, 

The Kite and Hawk, altho the bait be fair, 

Yet never ſtoop where they ſuſpeR a Gin ; 

The Good for Vertue's ſake abhor a Sin. 

'Tis fear of Puniſhment reſtrains thy Will; 

Give leave, how eagerly wouldſt thou be ill - 

Suppoſe you ſteal few Grains from ſtores of Wheat, 

The Los, 'tis true, is leſs, the Crime's as gyeat - 

The Man that's honeſt in the Peoples Eyes, 

When er He kills a coſtly Sacrifice, 

A Pig or Bull, and whilſt his Vows are good, 

Apollo, Janus, hear, he prays aloud, 
d 
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But murmurs Potty, to be heard aftaid, 
Good, Good Laverna'hear me, grant me aid 
For ſuch a Cheat, let all believe me Good, : 


Let me ſeem juſt and honeſt to the Crowd, 

And oer my Cheats,and Forgeries ſpread a Cloud. 

How are the Covetous than Slaves more free; | 

That baſely ſtoop tor every Pin they lee, 

I can't imagine. He that ſtill doth crave - 
- Muſt fear, and He that fears muſt be a Slave ; 

For He hath loſt his Arms, and baſely fled, 

Left Vertues Camp, and all her Laws betray ; j 

Thar's eager to be rich, that ſtrives for more, 

Goes on, and dies beneath-the weighty Store : | 

Forbear to kill the Captive thou canſt ſell, 2 & 

His work will bring thee gain,He'll ſerve Thee well: | 

Whether He Tills chy Field, or Feeds thy Sheep, | 

Or Sails, and Winters in the raging Deep : 

A Man that's Good and Wiſe will boldly ſay, 

Well Pentheus #ing of Thebes, Why this delay 2 

Pray what muſt Texyedt > What muſt I fear, 

What undeſeru d muſt 1 be forc'd to bear ? 

Fll take away thy Goods : My F'ocks, my Land, 

Tou may, tis ſubjett all to Tour Command : 

111 Chain and Rob Thee of thy Liberty, 

Ah | God, when eer 1 pleaſe, will ſet me free. 

I think Iknow. what theſe his words deſign, 

1 die ;, of Things Death is the utmoſt Line. 
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> | Adviſerh his ' Friend 'Seaiva 10'chodfs," and how to 
behave himſelf inthe Great-Mens Hequaintance. 
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' Ho Sc2va Thou haſt Wit enougltto chooſe 
The Great-Mens favour, andart skilF'd to uſes 
Yer hear what thy unskilful Friend can. fay, - 
As if one Blind pretends to ſhow the way ; - 
Yet ſee a while if what is fairly ſhown ' 
Be good, and ſuch as you may miake your own : 
|. | If you delight in Eaſe, and quiet joys, 
If ratling Coaches, and the Tavern's noiſe” 
Diſturbs Thee, Sceva, then refuſe the Charms 
Of Greatneſs, live upon thy little Farms, 
* For Pleaſures do not follow only Wealth : 
* Nor lives He ill, that lives and dies by ſtealth : 
But if you love to aim at nobler Ends, * 
And would be able to affiſt your Friends, 
Live well thy ſelf, and better thy Eſtate, 
Now thou art dry, go ſoak upon the Fat: 
It Ar:{tzppus patiently could Dine 
On Herbs, He would the Courts of Kings decline : 
If He that cenſures me knew how to uſe _ o 
The Courts of Kings, He would his Herbs refule : 
Now which of theſe you think is beſt dechre; 
Orelſe, my Junior you, with patience hear 
Why Ari/tippus humor's beſt ; for thus 
He bob'd rhe Cyzick, as the ſtory goes : 


d K k I 


mers : A 7 & "8 FRA ond VN a 
PT OED R-1n "ROS FOERWS "2 TW : "og" . ”” % he. ! $ . p 
” wt ” 1 G ” " 4 4 
- 7 ” 
a y - . 
G 
4 { « 4 k 


I'for my felt, to pleaſe the People you 

Break Jeſts3 wey vphepepyes the T'wo : 
1. make my Cott, amfree* from fear or force; 
To carry me the King provides a Horſe, 


Whilſt you beg {craps z-anditho.you boaſt you live, 


And notlung year, are le thao. thoſe that give : 
All Fortune fitted Ariſtippus well, 

Aiming at greater, pleas'd with what hbefel : 

But for the Cyzick, 1 ſhould think it ſtrange, 

If He:could look but camely in a change: 

The One will not expect \Purple Coat, 

But howſoever cloath'd, He walks about, 

Thro Court and Town, and. with a decent Art, 

In either habit neatly as his Part : 

But Purple, or a Gown-of Clath of Gold, 

The other hates, and He will die with Cold, 
Unleſs you will his tatter'd Rags reſtore ; 

Go give him;Rags, and let the Fool be poor : 

To War,and 'Triumphs near Fove's glorious Throne, 
"Tis all Divine, 'tis C@/ar's work alone : 

To pleaſe the Great is not the ſmalleſt praiſe, 

Not all can go.to-Cor;nth now a-days ; 

He never ſtrivesthat doth ceſpair to gain, 

Well, doth He bravely act that doth obtain 2? 

Yet here or,no where we may hope to find 


What we defire-:.By one the weight's declin'd, 
Too great for his fmall ſtrength,and little mind : 
Another ventures, takes, and bears the ſame, 

Or Vertue is-a.. ſhow, an. empty name, | 


- , Or He that tries, walls right to Wealth and Fame. 


The Man thar's ſilent, nor proclaims his want, 


Gets more than him that makes a loud complaint : 
4 1 7 e 
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It differs whether fairly you receive, 

Or rudely ſqateh the things the 'great q- give, 
how to live: 


Yet that's the chiefeſt meaſure 


My Mother's poor, my Farm's too mean to ſell, 


And yet not yields enough'to keep me well. 


My Niece a Portion wants, my Fortune's low, 


He that ſays thus, He criesaloud, \Beffow'!' | 


And when He hath it, others riſe and ſay, *  * 


Divide the Booty, We will ſhare the Prey ; 
But. could the talking Crow 4n quiet eat, - --/ 
His Envy had been leſs, bat more his Meat: 
A ſmall retainer in a Noble's Train ' + / 


To fair Sarrextam, that doth ſtill complain, - - 


The Road is bad, it Rains, tis very Cold 5 


My Cheſt is rifled, and I ve loſt my Gold 53 i 


Does like the Jilting Whores that often-mourng!: 
Ah me | My Gatter's loſt, my Hood is to ", 
Until at laſt unheeding the Complaint, 

We give noi credit to their real want : | 

A Man that hath been once abus'd grows ſhy, 
He views 4 Cripple with an heedleſs Eye ; 
Nor lends a helping hand, altho He -Swears 
By 74s, ſoftning every Oath with Tears, 
Believe me I'm uo Cheat, and ſadly cries, './ 
0 Cruel, help the Lame : The Crowd replies, 
Go ſeek a Stranger to believe thy Lyes -* * 
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You-wiſh be always ach as you pretend, T 
Not prove a Flatterer;” and:-profeſs a friend : 
For —_ 6:and faithleſs' Flatterers difter more, 
Than a chat MHatromand 4 Common Whore,” 
But ſtay,my: Friend,:there-is another Vice 
Juſt oppoſite;and almoſt worſe than thi is; 
A Clown Recs hnefs, and unkindly clofe, 
Unfriend ;i and peeviſhly moroſe; 
Whichdoth a her {lf and ſtrive-to pleaſe, | 
With blackiſh Tecth,ſtretch'dskin;andRuſtick dreſs, 
It prides its ſelf, and would be: thought to be 
Clean perſe& Vertue,' and meer Li 
Vertue doth Fice, as two Extreams, david, 
Drawn from: both, and leans to neither hide. 
\ = This to obey at every Feaſt, 
To pleaſe the great Ones jeers the meaner Gueſt, 
The rich Man's Nod doth fo ſeverely dread, 
Corres himſelf, and takes up what he ſaid, 
* Asif you heard a trembling School-boy fy 
A HisPare, or the Rehearſal of a Play. + 
| That ftrives for Trifles, and for Toys contends, 
| He is incarneſt, what He lays, defends : 


« That 


LJ; Rook I. EPISTLES. © "= 
That 7 ſhould uit be rriifted ir ritht of iero JC3 701 
Or Le debarr'd the freedom of my Tang gt 01 VY O14 
And. not bawl what! 1 pleaſe \' To part wp bans 5 8 : | 
. | Zthink another life too mean a price; 2 If £19015 101 
| The Queſtion is, Pray whar 2/Why whieft tan beat 
Or Decilis or Calt of knowing moſt, 21213019 0747 
id Or whether thro Numicum: beef! tas\ INOL IN 4 
To fair Brundufſmum asithe Appiar road:9!/ UIny 
Whom coftly wenching' or a-gawdy: why TO:TIH 4 
| Or whom'the Race whott Dive makes qurc ag 
' | Orwho's a Fop- and: who perfumes his haie- 
Or's finer dreſt than hisEftatewill /beary'! i” 27 
Who for:meerthir{t ofGold:deth gattieriſtors : 
And who out of pure fear of being poor zi : 
Thy rich friend betrer ftorid'in' all Nel cks A 
And Vice'than”Thee; 'ot hates Thee'or eric, , 
And as good! Mothers he will oft adviſe, 
I wiſh you'd be more vertuous and mort wiſe” 
Than I my ſelf am now, 'T'vow I do; - ©: | 
And faith, to ſpeak the truth moſt times is ſo. 
My wealth will bear my ' folly (ceaſe to ferpvie ns 
With me) Sir, you have fearce eno:gb t6 ivey” - © 
Contra@ your 'Vices, Sir, forbear to vie," 127 
Tou muſt not take ſo great a range as 1. 
The Man Cutrapelus wouldihave andead: 
He ſtreight preſented with a» gawdy —_ 
That He grown happy in-his'fine attire} | 
Might take new hopes afdrraiſe his withes higher, al 
Forego his honeſt trade'for eaſy Vice, | 
. Sleep on ill noon, and follow Whores-and Dice; 
Take money wp; till he-hath ſpent his AJE-* 


Ang drives a Cart for bread; or-rots in; Jailt:' | 
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Pry not 7 en & whar.chou learn'lt conceal- ' 7 | $ 
Tho Wine and Anger: Fr Thee to reveal: -. AS 
Praiſe not: chine own, or ſcorn thy Friends delight, | V! 
Nor, when he'd have thee hunt keep home and write, Ye 
Thus Ft Once With his Amphion ſtrove, Ye 
Twin brothers, tillet laſt they join'd their Love; 
The ſofter grew-mute, he left his quill, A 
Amphion yielded to his Brother's will: H 
Humor the great Qaes,: quick obedience yicld . | | V 
To ſight Commande.god when he takes the field: n 
1 
t 
, 
{ 
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With Nets, or: Hawks} or; Hounds, no {port refuſe, 
Shake off thy: lazy and.ill-bumor'd Mute : 
That . Thy, May it: Cht{06Dight what Thou bot 
Caught; To09g- 211199 tt 
And ſup withthem'; for thisthe Ancients taught; 'T 
And this:the Romany uſe; tis-free from ſhame, (; \ 
'Tis good for life; and health, and gets"Thee fame. 
Since thowart well in-:health, -art ſtrong to wound 
And fight the Boar, or to ont-run the hound, 
None Tic more Art:than, You can caſt a Spear car; 
You know:when. you: within the liſts. appear 
The Crowds all-elap ; n8y.. &'eo your tender Age 
Endur'd the i i. s, and fierce Cantabrimm rage: it 
Your Captain the. brave and the\Divine, \ 
Who brought our Eofighsfrom the Parthian opiqre 
Redeem'd guy Fame, 80d what ter Land remains -; 
Reſolves to mke:it feel-therRomay Chaing;: -! | + 
BuytJeſt you part and no:exeuſe can ſhow, Hi 


Alcho I muſt confeſswhas eer-you do:; 

Is fit, atiddecent, and becoming You;:: 111d: » + 

Sometimeg\you Toy at hone; your Boatsdivide, 

A 3 nA dray'd: vp: 0n-either ſige; : 
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by your-direQion fir'd with martial rige | '* 
As in the 47a» fight, the Boys ingapge, 

With Souldiers fury, and” with Souldiers art : 
.You one, your Brother leads the other part: 


Your Lake's rough Adr:4's flood, tifl one's o'er-' 


thrown; | 1h 
And ſudden Vietory doth the other Crown : '- 
He that thinks you agree with his deſign,” © - © 
Will clap with both his hands, and favoyr thine. 
But to adviſe you, if 'you want advice, 
Take heed of whom you ſpeak, and wint it is, 
Take' heed to whom, avoid-the buſy Men, 
Fly the inquiſitive, they'l talkagen, © 
And tell-what you have faid ; a teaky Ear 
Can never hold whar it hall chance to hear ; 
'Twill run aff out, ated' what you once let fall 
It flies, and tis impoſſible to recal. 


Ifthy great Friend keeps handſom Maid or Boy 


Be not in Love; and eager toenjoy, 

Leſt He beſtow that little giſt to pleaſe, 

Or elfe deny, and highten thy Diteaſe. 

Praiſe none till well approv'd on ſober thoughts, 
Leſt after-yot! ſhould bluſh for others faults. 

You prais'd a'Raſcal, there you chancd to err, 
Then don't defend him when his Crimes appear : 
But one approv'd when Scandals preſs, defend, 
Let him on Thee and on thy Fame depend 
Whom envy bites, for thou may ſt plainly ſee 
The danger will at laſt come o'er to Thee : 

For you're itt danger when the Next's orr fire, 
And Flames neglected often blaze the higher: 
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To Court the Great. ones, and to ſooth, their Pride; | 

Seems a ſweet task to, thoſe that never 'try'd ; 7 

But thoſe that;/have, know, well that, danger 5 near, 

It is a tickliſh point, and mixt with/lear. 

Do you endeayour whilſt you cut the Main, 

That no croſs Storm ſhould toſs Thee back azain, 

The Adtive hate the Dull, the $ad Jocofe, , 

The Dull AS e Active, Merry. the Moroſe ; 

Stout Jolly ada the. Sober Aſs, ;/ 1; - 

- They Lou hoſe ſellows.thatrefuſe their-Glaſs ; 

- Altho they beg,altho they ſwear they, dread 

The nightly fumes, furr'd moyth, and agling head; 

Put off all Clouds and Darknelſs/from-thy,, brow; 

Be Jolly, Gay, and Marth and Humour ſhow,!: - | ! 

For modeſt Men are oft thought cloudy. Souls, | 

And Men of Little talk, .ill-narur'd Fools z -1* 3 

In every ſtate of Life before of this,-::-2it boy. 1:8 33 

Read oe thy moral Booky, conſult the viſe, 44 

How thou may it liveyl (pend a in YeSOSh 

Leſt Avarice, fill-poor diſturbithing Eaſe 51 +-: {12.1 

Or Fears ſhould ſhake, « or Cares thy, Mind buf ts 

Or ardent hope. for thiogs. ohlittle ule. jj; - 

' WhetheFArts do Vertue breed, or Natyre-ſeod, /1. 
What leſſens Cares, what makes thy. feltthy: Friend 
What calms Thee, Honor, or admir'd.Wealsh'; 

Or cloſe retirement, and 2life by ſtealth; co 35th 

When I, my Friend, do g0 to take repoſe, .. _ | 42J 

At cold Medela, where Degentiaflows 5; 1:01 

Medela my*belov'd, but little Town, ., - or »t+ +47 

With Cold.and F roſt all gray and wrinkled gr own-z1 

For what do. you imagine thar I care #.,, ., 

What think, what make the ſubject of my prayer 2 

| Let 
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1. I Y Lord. if what Cratinas fays be right, 


<> 


pk.1.-:  EPITSTEES, | 52T 
let me bave what have, or ſomewhat leſs, 
Twi {Fill be great enongh for happineſs; 

and that 1 may, if Heaven more years will give,” 
Live tomy ſelf the time I have to line : 

Flate in Books, and Food to ſerve. a year, 

Lt I ſhould wavering' hang 'twixt hope and fear : 
And this is all for which Mankind ſhauld pray, 
And beg of Jove who gives: and takes away $ 
Let him but Life,. and moderate-Plenty find, 

And I'll provide my fel! an happy Mind. 


—_— 


"EPIST LE- XIX. 
To MEC M NAS. 


t, Of Poetry,,: .2. dis own Excellencies. 3. Why 
not lik'd. ' | 3571 


' "Thoſe Verſes cannot hve, ...thoſe-;Lines{ 
ho DT ++.2, of 

W hich. Water-drinkers Pen, . in vain. they write.) 

For eer ſince Bacchws.did in wild .defign, . >! 

With Fauns and Satyrs. balt-mad Poezs join, 

The Muſes every, Morning ſmelt of Wine, 

From Homer's praiſe his love of Wine appears, | 

And Emnius never dar'd to write,pf Wars 

Till heated well ; let ſoberdotards chooſe 

The Plodding Law, but never tempt a Muſe, 
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This'Law once made, the Poets ſtreight begin, - © 

They drunk all night; all day they: ftunk of Wine ::\ 

Suppoſe a Man the courſeſt Gown ſhould wear, 

No Shooes, his Forehead rough, his look ſevere, 

And Ape great Cato in his-Form and Dreſs ; 

Muſt He'his Vertues-and his Mind expreſs - 

Whilſt dull Ayarbit-wiſh'd, and vainly ſtrove 

To ſpeak as ſmoothly, and as aptly move 

As ſweet Timagenes, and reach his Arts, : 

He over-ſtrain.d himſelf, 4nd broke his Parts : 

Examples Vice can imitate, deceive: 

Should i by Chance, of a Diſeaſe be pale, | 

The Sots would grink theix bloodleſs: Cummin all. 

Baſe Imitators, Slaves.to others Walls, 

How oft you move my frowns, how oft my ſmi'es 2 
2. I trod new paths, to others feet unknown ; 

He that firſt' ventures; feads the others on : 

] firſt the Romans keen /ambicks taught, 

In'mimetous ſmoothneſs, and in height of thought, 

1 matchd Archilocus, Iſhow'd the Age 

His numbers, but forbore his murdering rage. 

Br leſt you faythat T fall ſhort of fame, 1 

Beeauſe my Number's his, my Verſe the ſame.;" -- 

Tix Saphick ſweetens all his bitter, vein, 

ROO Alcaick ſfaooths his rougher ſtrain : 

The ſubject's different, different the' Deſigns, 

And thothro all a vertuous freedonr ſhines, 

Withno black Lines [ dawb, no envious breath 

Doth ſoit Mens fame, or Rhime a Spouſe to Death. | 

This Verſe neer heard by Latin Ears before, * 

I firit diſcover'd from the Grecizy ſtore ; 
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© F And this delights me now that I am known, 
"+ } And read for theſe inventions of my own. 
"| 3. Now would you know why our ungrateful Rome, 
Doth praiſe my Poems when with me at home, 
But flout abroad ; I'll freely tell the Cauſe : 
[do not beg the empty Crowd's Applauſe : 
| do not often treat, nor do ſend' - 
My old caſt Suits, and bribe them toCommend. 
Ido not crowd' to hear our Fops rehearſe, 
Nor do'I praiſe, :and clap our Nobles Verſe : r 
Icarmot run toevery Pedant Fool, 
nd mw, roo He would read my Book in's School -: 
ence ſprings my Woe ;-now at | fay I fear, | 
To bring dull Lines ta\crowded Theatre, 
And vaiint my-trifles ſtreight, -7ba jeer, Tow cry, / 
And: keep your: Herfe alone for Caelar's Eye : ' 
And proad youtbink that you alowe,can write 
Sweet honey Linds, fine in your 'own conceit : 
A tartireply to:'this I'fear to give, | 
Leſt his ſharp Nails 1hould fcratch me whilſtiftrive. 
I do not like the-placeI freely fay, | | 
Forbear a while; ; let's take:andther! day ; 
For Jeſt diſlike; Diſhike Contention bears, 
Contention Hate, and Hate breeds dreadful Wars; 
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Know you long toviſit every Stall, 7 

You would/be neatly bound, 'and ſet to Sale; 
The bars, that pleaſe the modeſt; trouble: you;” 
And you Commend, and Court the publck = 
And maurn chati you are: hid; and feen by: few:!' 
Go to the publickithen; go where you ſtrive; ;- 
Tho-thou werr-not bred thus, !or'taught to'live + 


- There ſhalhbenoreturn wh: <onke thou'rt gorich!. 
And thou wilt cry,-Ah me !:What havel[:done'/:- 


What have ] beg'd-!-When-one ſhall call thee'dull, 
And ſqueeze Th: e when his Belly's quickly full. 

— Butnow unleſs fond-rage: befots my mind, 

Unleſs meer hatred to thy faults does blind, 

. I Propheſie, and tac dure? tis/true! ; 

You ſhall be lik'd and prais'd ar Rome whilſt new; F 
But-when thou ſhaſt-be ſoil dby every hand, . 
Then lighted, and tro Common uſe prophan d; 
To bind up Letters, and be torn, be toſt, 

And fly to other Countriesevery Poſt; — _ 

Then I who have advisdi in vain, ſhall {mile, 

As He that drove his Afs t'a craggy Hill : 6 

For who would fave a thing again{t its Will ? 

Arllaſt in Schools thou ſhalt be thumb by Boys, 

And there grow fooliſh, old, and deat with noiſe, 
But 
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But when at Evening many come to read, 

Tell them that I was-meanly bora.and bred, 

My Father poor, of ſmall Eſtate poſleſt, 

And that I ſtretch'd my Wings beyond my Neſt. 
But, as you cut me ſhort in Wealth, increaſe 

My Vers tell them TI the greateſt pleaſe 

A little Man,” and ſtudious of my eaſe ; 

And pettiſh too, I can be angry: ſoon, 

My Paſſion's quickly rais'd, but quickly gone. 
Grown gray before-my time, I hate the cold, 
And ſeek the warmth; and if they ask how old, 
Tell them, now Lobiu ſhares the Conſul's power 
With Lepidus, that I am Forty four. 


The End of the Firft Book of Epiſtles. 
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Epiitle L. To Augaſtns. 
A Diſcourſe of Poetry. 


\ \ F Hen you alone ſuſtain the weighty Cares 
Of all the World, and manage Peace and 


Wars, | | 
The Roman State by Vertue's Rules amend, 
Adora with Manners, and with Arms defend, 
To write a long, Diſcourſe, and waſt your time, 
Againſt the publick Good would be a Crime : 
The Ancient Heroes, tho the bleſt aboads 
Receiv'd when dead, exalted into Gods ; | 
Yer whilſt they liv'd with Men, and whilſt beſtow'd. 
The greateſt Cares, and did the greateſt Good, 
yj=" made Laws, and brought detightfal 

caſe, 

And civiliz'd the Rational Savages ; 
Complain'd that They ingrateful Maſters ſerv'd, | 
And met far leſs rewards than They deſerv'd : 
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He that kill'd tydra, He delign'd by Fate 

To quell the Monſters rais'd by Funs's hate ; 

Tho He, the mighty He, had all ways try'd, 
Found Envy could be vanquith'd only when He dy'd: 
For thoſe are hated that excel the reſt, 

Altho when dead they are belov'd, and bleſt ; 

The vigorous Ray torments the feeble ſight, 

Yet when the Sun is'fet, We praiſe the light : 

To Thee, great Cefar, now we Altars give, 

We vow and ſwear by Thee now whilſt alive ? 

For never yet theGods kind hands beſtow'd, 

Nor ever will a Prince ſo great, ſo good : 

That ſhe prefers, That ſhe eſteems Thee more 
Than all the Zero-s ſhe enjoy d before, 

Than all that ſhe hath bred, or Greece can boaſt, 

In this, 'tis true, thy Rome is Wiſe and Juſt : 

But not in other things ; the Ancient Plays, 

And Foreign Poets only ſhe can praiſe ; 

The Preſeat or Contempt, or Hate receive, 

Tis Crime enough that they are yet alive : 

Thus 90/d4-Lovwes do admire the'Ancient Laws, 

The Sabines Leagues bave their deſerv'd applauſe ; 
On muſty Leaves at awful diftance look, | 
Age makes it Reverend, and exa'ts the Book : 

Give him the Bards old Songs, Oh Rare! Divine / 
] ſwear 'tis good, a Mule fang every Line : 

But it becaute the oldeſt are the beſt 

Amongſt the Greeks, the ſame unequal Teſt 


| Muſt try the Latines too; inſhort, No doub? 


Plumes have nought hard within, nor Nuts without : 
We (it on Fortune's Top, We fing, We write, 
And wreſtle better than the Greets can Fight. 
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Come tell me-then;: I would be gladly ſhow'd, 
How -many years:will make a Poem good 2 1 
One Poet writ -on Hundred years ago, 


Whats He 0/4, and therefore: Faw'd or no 2 |. | 


Or is He New, and therefore Ba/d appears : 
Let's fix upon a certain Term of Years. 
He's good that liv'd an Hundred Tears ago, 
Another wants but Oe, is He fo too - 

Or is He. New, and Dam#u'd for that Alone 2 


Well He's Good tao, and Old that wants but One. 


And thus I'll argue on, and bate one more, 
And ſo by one and one walſt all the ſtore : 
And fo confute. him, who eſteems by Years, 
A Prem's goodneſs from the date it bears. 
Who nor admires, nor yet approves a Line 
But what 1s 0/4, and Death hath made Divine: 
Ennius, the lofty Ennius, and the Wile, 

- That ſecond: Homer, in our Criticks Eyes, 
Is looſe 1n's Poems, - and c-rre& in few, 


. Nor takes he care to prove his Dreams were true, 


He ſhows ſo little of great Homer's Soul. 
* Neviws is learn'd by heart, and dearly fold, 


* So Sacred is'his Book, becauſe 'ris 01d. 
When Accius and Pacuvius are compar'd, 


Both are eſteem'd, both meet with great reward ; 


Pacuvias all the Criticks Voices gains 

For Learning, Acc:ws for hisloſty ſtrains. 
Afranius ſhows us ſoft Merander's Flame, 
And Plautus rivals Epircharmus Fame : 


i 
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If length of Zime will better Verſe, like wine!) 1 
Give it 8 brisker«Tafte, and make'ir- fine ; © [i_::7) 7 
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{ 5 grave, and 7erence full of Art, 
Theſe Rome admires, and thele ſhe learns by heark 

Theſe are the Worthies of her Theater, 

Theſe ſhe applauds with heat, -and crowds to hear: 

Theſe ſhe eſteems the Glories of the a 


And — _ Livy al bem our 

The Critick Mob:/e wi 

Sometimes their Judgment's good ing lu 

Thus when they praiſe the ”% _ when preter, 

Beyond compare to all the New, They Err :;': - 

But when they grant the Ancients Books and pe 

Are often dull, and uncorre& in Phraſe,;-; | 

Their words unfit, or elſe their main deſign, 

Their Judgments rational, and jumps with-mine ; 

] donot damn old Zrivys Rhirnes as dull; 

For which I often ow. when at School ; 

But that he ſhould be thought Correct; Sublune, 

And far before the Poems of our Time 3 

That one poor Chance-good Line or two'at moſt, 

The only Thing that all his Books can boaſt, 

Not only ſhould: atone for what's amiſs, 

But recommend. the whole; I'm vex'd at this. 

[ hate a Fop:ſhould ſcorn a faq/s/e(s Page, 

Becauſe 'tis New, nor yet approvd by Age : 

And then admiring all the: Ancient Plays, 

Nat only pardon their defects, but Praiſe; 

Should 1 Nu doubt if Azra's Plays are _ 

Our 0/d-Loves ſtraight would cry the Youngſter's 
Proud ; 

He's impudent, nor thinks thoſe Plays exac,. 

Which o_ and grave Aſop us to act:* 
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Becauſe the by:their own Appetites, | 
my think hugh ghe Geer, bur what their taſt de. 
i1ghts; en | 


Qrtoſtoop'rs their unters Rules diſtin; =. 


Or elſe to chink what:once' "they learn'd was vain, 
And only .#$tobe tor _— 


Thoſe fide appland t s of former Times, Al 
The deariflv:Blrds Ad Werke or Afenti/Þ Rhimes ; Ti 
Who-would:be thought to have a-ſharper' Eye, | "| Er 


And in thoſePoems nanierous Graces ſpy, {IE 
Irr whichzhey-ſee nomore- fine Things than 1 | 
'Tis not to praiſe'the 0d, but ſcorn, abule, 0-3 
And hate-Ninv Books, and damn the Modern Muſe. 

Had Greece done thus,had the ſtill ſcorn'd the New, ' | L 
What had been 0/4, -what worthy Publick View >! | * 
When Wars were doneaahd Greece diflolvid in Peace; * L 
When Fornine taught them how tolivear Eaſe, | | * 
They. wreſtled, Painted; Sung, theſe Arts they lov'd;/. | | 
Theſe. They: did muck admire, and theſe i pvovy 'd; 4 
In every 6 'Vulgar Eyes could'find | 
The Face exact; :and almoſt faw-the Mind ; 187 
Then Racihgy Vaulting; then, the Plays and Stape, | 
Each took their; turn ro-pleafe the wantoh' Age; 
Like Boys at!Nurſo, theyepperly defir'd;- > | 
But ſtreight were cloy.d,anddeft what they 'admir'd; / 


For what difpuſts our faticies, what 'dorts pleaſe } 


Burt may beehang'd-> Theſe'are the'fruits 'of Eaſe 
Fortune bears; this ſprings from Peace: 


"Twas heretofore a credi it here at Rome, 


To mind@Stiopall day;\m:keepat home ; ' i} 
Attend On&#sCliexr,” and promote: his. Caule, | 
Inform his Ignorance, and teach the Laws; 


C To 
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To make good Debts, and drive a gainful Trade, 
And knowwhat Intereſt may be juſtly paid-: 
ſlaſtru@ the 7oung, and hearthe 0/4 Debate, 

What will increaſe, what ruine an Eſtate : 

This Humor's chang 'd, now Reigns a New delight, 

All muſt be: 4uthors now, and all muſt Write: 

All ſtrive-to get the Bays, and all Rehearfe, 

They Dine, they Sup in Rhime, and drink. in Verſe; 

Een T that ſwear I never try d a Muſe, : 

Een I'm forſworn, my Deeds my. Words accuſe; 

My Quill -is-{cribling too ; before 'tis light 

| call tor Paper, Pen, andInk, and write: . ' 
He that's no: P//ot is afraid to Sail, 4 

Urge hin 10;guide a Ship,you ſha'n't prevail 

And only! De:fors will pretend to heal. 

By Smiths alone, are Locks and Staples made; 

And none ptetend' brit Artiſts in-the Trade-: - 

But now for Poetry. we alkare fit, ; 
And'skillfal; -or 'unskilful all muſt write ;--: | 
And yet this Madneſs thouſand Goods commend, 
A thouſand'Vertues, '0n a Muſe-attend ; 

A Poet's ſeldomgiven to Avarice, ' : i: 

Safe and ſecure within himf{clfhe lies... -. 

He minds and toves his Rbzmes, and thoſe alone. ; 

Tell him his Goods are burns; his Slaves are gone, : 
Or, his Fie/ds{60ſt; He laughs, nor ſtrives to cheat 

Hjs-Ward, or Friend, a ſtranger-to deceit :. \ 

He's thrifty, feaſts upon a Dith of Peaſe, 

And lives content with Hawſhold-Bread and Cheeſe : + 

Unfit for War, yet: they are:good in Peace, :: c 'T 


(For great things by the help of ſmall increaſe. 


Inſtruct our looſkenefs, and inform our Eaſe. 1 ' d 
. L1 2 They 


Us _ - OLIN Book.11.: | q 


'They teach our Boys to hate all words Obſcene, 7 He 
Tofollow;generous Rules, and ſpeak like-Men. He 


And then flide gently down with Vertuous Rules H 

Into the tender Breaft, and form their Souls ; 1y 

Reſtrain their Envy, and correc theirrage, | 

Tell them what's goody inſtruct their tender A Re 

With fit Examples, and their griefs aſlwage. 

How would our Sacred Songs and Hymns'be made, 

 -And how our Pray rs as High as Heav'n convey 'd ; 
Did not the Muſes Poets fanciesraiſe; .-: 

To teach ushow to'pray, and how to' praiſe 2 

In Verſe the fawring:(Qurre her Plagnes bewails, 

And begs a ſpeedy comfort, and prevails 

Good Weather, happy years, and wuch encreaſe ; 

Their Pray'rs are ſtraightway heard, all fmile in 

Peace, | Gi 

The Yearis-rich, the'Fields with Plenty flow, 

Verſe ſoftens Gods above, and Gods below. 

The Ancient:Swains thoſe temperate happy Swans, - 

Contented 'Sovereigns bf their littte-Plains. 

When all their Cora was Hous'd would make a Feaſt, 

Unbend their minds, -and lay them down. toreſt ; 

Their Cares diſſolv'd into: happy Thought, 

' And Minds enjoy'd, the reſt their labour fought. } 
' A Pig on Ze/w's Altars left his Blood, '/ + 

And Milk from large brown Bowls to Sy{vas flow'd:: 

Their Wife, Their Neighbours, and their pratling 


Eoys g 4g }? 
' Were call d; all taſted of the Country Joys: 
They Drank, "they Danc;d;they Sang;made wanton 


"R591 aid wy 
Enjoy d ther ſelves, for life they knew was fthort. 
F EF Hence 
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' | Hence grew the-Liberty of the looſer Muſe, 

Hence they grew Scurrilous, and would. abule ; 
Hence thoſe looſe Dialogues at Marriage Feaſts, 

Yet ſtill they were but Mirth, and Country Jets. 
At laſt they ſhew'd their Teeth, and ſharply but, 

| And Ratlery uſurp'd the Place of W:z. 

Good Perſons were abus'd, and ſuffer d wrong, _ 
They loudly talk'd, no Law to curb their Tongue, 
The wounded griev'd, the ſmart provokd their Hate, 
And all «ntonch'd bewail'd the Common Fate. 
Till Laws commanded to regard Mens Fame, 
Severely laſh the Vice, but ſpare the-Name. 
Fear made them civil, and deſign to. write 
With modeſty ; ſpeak well, and to delight: 
Greece conquer'd did the Conqueror oercome, 
Poliſh'd the rude, and ſent her Arts to. Rome : 
The former roughneſs flow'd in ſmoother Rhimes, 
And good facetious Zumor pleas d the Times : 

Yet they continu'd long, and ſtill we find, 

Some little marks of the old Ruſtick mind, c 

Some of the Scurrilous Humour left behind. 

"Twas long before Rome read the Grecian Plays, 

For Cares took up her Nights, and Wars her Days * 
Till Carthage ruind ſhe grew ſoft in Peace, 

And then inquir'd what weighty Sophocles, 

What Eſchylus, what Theſp:s taught the Age, 
What good, what profit did commend the Stage. 


And-then they turn'd -their Plays, their thoughts * 


were high, 
By Nature great, and fit for Tragedy. 
But to review, to blot what once was writ, 
Oh that was mean, it was a ſhame to Wit / 
94 © L173 The 
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The Comic then was thought the eaſier way, "> 

Becauſe 'tis common Humor makes the Play ;, © 

' Yer 'tis the hardeſt, for the faults appear ' 5 

So Monſtrous; andthe Cr:ticks fo ſevere 

That Cen their greateſt Mercy cannot ſpare. 

Plautus, 'tis true, obſerves the Rules of Art, 

His well drawn Figures ſuit with every part : 

He Pamts an Amorous Fop, a Jilting Jade, 

A careful Father, or deſigning Bawd : 

But. Dorſen rudely draws his Paraſites, 

How looſe his Lines, how uncorre& He writes! 

He writes for Gold, and if his Pockets cram'd, 

He cares not; let the Play be Clapp'd or Damn'd - 
But He that Writes to have applauſe for Wir, | 

If unconcern'd the grave Speator ſit, 

He dies; but if attentive, then He's proud, 

They like my Pancy, and my Plays are good : 

So ſmall, and fo contemn'd a thing will raiſe, 

Or damp Mens eager Thoughts that write for 

Praiſe : 

I likenot this, and I forſwear the Stage, 

If clapp'd I muſt be proud,if damn'd muſt rage. 

And who would be ſo bold to Write, that knew 

The Judging Men of Honor are but few > 

- The Yulgar Thouſands, who might hiſs the Play, 
And if ear No#les ſhould Jiſlike their way, 

News buff, and fwear, and quarrel ſtraight ind 

Bar; 

Or leave the Szage to ſee a Puppet-ſight ; 

Or elſe the Bears, for that's the Crowds delight. 
But now our Nob/es too are Fops and Vain, 

Neglect the Sence,but loyethe Painted Scene ; : 
yi | | our 
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Four hoursare ſpent in Show to pleaſe the ſight,-! 
A tedious Battle, and at laſt a Flight 3 +1 
Then Kings in Chains, and to reward their Toil, 
Corinthian Statues, anda world of Spoil: : 

Would not Democritus if now-alive, | 
Split here, would He theſe Fooleries forgive 2 

And if the Yaigar with a wild amaze, 

Neglect the Actors, and-forſake the Plays, f 
And on-an Elephant or a Fanth:'r gaze: © 
Sure He would look, and in the gaping Crowd, 
Find better ZZamor than the Attor ſhow d. 

Beſides, He needs myſt think they Write in vaio, 
And teach deaf Aſſes, prodigal of their pain : 

For who can Judge, or who-can hear the Wit, 
When Noiſe-and ſtrange Confuſion fills the Pit 2 
As when the Winds dath Waves againſt'the Shore, 
Or laſh the Woods, and all the Monſters Roar ; 
So great the ſhout whenrich-and ſtrangely dreſt, 
The Player comes, they clap his gawdy Veſt. | 
Well hath the Actor ſpoken 2 Not a Line : 

Why then d ye clap 2 0h, Sir, his Cloths are fine. 
But leſt you think that I that Write no Plays, 

Or envy their Deſign, or poorly Praiſe ; 

I fairly grant thoſe Poets Wit that Rule 

My Palſlions as they pleaſe, diſturb my Soul ; 
And'then by a ſhort turn my thoughtsrelieve, 
Whoſe lively Fiction makes me laugh or grieve. 
Whoſe well wrought Scenes natural and juſt appear; 
I ſee the place, and fanfy I am there. 

But thoſe-that hate and fly the cenſuring Stage, 
Yet Write to pleaſe the Readers of the Aze. 


3 Ll 4 Make | 
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| Make them, Great Czſar, to improve their vein, 
Review their Poems o'er and o'er again. 
If you would have them live, be great in praiſe, 
And by juſt Study ſtrive to win the Bays. 

We Poets often damn ourſelves that dare, 
| (AsI havedone) when youare full of Care, 
To offer Verſe ; or when we oft repine, 
If a good friend finds but one faulty Line : 
Or when rehearſing we with ſighs complain, 
Our fancies not perceiv'd, We write in rin 
And then unask repeat it o'er again. 
Or when we'think, when once our Fame is known, 
We ſtraightway ſhall be ſent for up to Town ; 
Enjoy a Penſion, or a piece of Land, 
And write new Poems at the King's Command. 
And yet, Great Sir, tis worth your while to know, 
What, Czſar, futtire times muſt think of you. 
And whomuſt be diſpaſer of your Fame, 
Who tell to diſtant Worlds your glorious Name : 
* By whom your Life, by whom your Wars be Writ, 
Actions too Sacred for a Common Wit. 
Cherillus the Pellzan Youth approvd, 
Him He rewarded 'well, and'/him He lov'd. 
His dull uneven Verſe, 'by great good Fate, 
Got him his favour, and a'fair Eſtate, 
Tho juſt as Ink when' rouch'd ſtill leavesa ſtain, 
Dull Rhimes teſmear, 'and noble Acts prophane : 
Yet He the fame that bought dull Rhimes ſo dear, 
In meaner things did take a greater care, | 
L et noye but Learn'd Apelles paint my Face, 
Lyſippus only muſt Defron't in Braſs, © 
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Thus ſpake his Laws, in this I grant he ſhow'd 
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His Skill ſufficient, and his Judgment good. 

Bat when tor Verſe he choſe ſo mean a Thing, 

How poor his Judgment 2 How below a King > 
But Virgil, Varius,and the learned few, 

That are applauded, and belov'd by You ; 

Declare your Skill is great, your Judgment true. 

The Honors you beſtow do raiſe your Fame, 

They gratefully refle& upon your Name, ( | 

And kindly praiſe the Author whence they came :Y '® 

Nor can Ones Face be with more Art defign'd 

In Braſs, than in a Poem thoughts and mind : 

Een I deſire to. leave the humble Plain, 

I would be high, and write a lofty ſtrain. 

Iwiſh I could deſcribe your Wars, and ſhow 


. How Barbarous Nations fear, and how they bow. 


How you have razd their Towns,their Ocean ſtain'd 

With - with ſtrong Towers bound up their 
Lan : | 

How War's exil'd, and Peace and Plenty reign, 

And Janus Temple now is ſhut again : 

How mean, and how ſubmiſſive Parthians come, 

How under Thee they fear and honor Rome : 

All this 1 would, but Oh I want the Wit . 

Your Deeds muſt be-by ſome high Genius Writ. 

Whoſe lofty Soul, his tow'ring thoughts can raiſe, 

As high as You have done, and takerthe Bays, 

'Tis Treaſon, Sir, to give you meaner Praiſe. 

I know my weakneſs, andI muſt refuſe, 

A task too weighty for my tender Muſs, 

A ſordid Commendation hurts our Friend, 

And thoſe that mean]y praiſe, do diſcommend: l 

-) or 
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For what's derided by the Cenſuring Crowd, * 
{ Ts thought on: more than whar is juſt and Good : p 
_— harechnk obligations that diſgrace : F 
f 
1 
p 
] 


——_y 


k 


I am. not fond to'have an ugly Face 

Deſign'd for me expos'd to public View : 

Nor Praiſe in dull Verſe, tho-the Praiſe be true. 
I would not lie at every Grocer's door, 

To wrap 7abaco, or do ſomething more. 

I. would not have a Verſe rhat bears my Name 
Lieunder Pies ; 'tis anill way to Fame. 
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EPISTLE IE 


To his Friend Julius Florus. 


(x , He makes an excuſe for not ſending the Odes 
e promiſed. (2.) Why He wrote no more, 

( "1 The jo of the Poets. . (4.) Direftions 
for Writing, (s5.) He deſigns graver Studies. 
(6.) fgainſt Covetouſneſs. G) The uncertain- 


ty of every thing. © | 


Far Floruws, Nero's Friend, the Great, the 
Brave,” 
Sa ppoſe one come to ſell aClowniſh Slave, 
And ſpeak Thee thus, 7hzs Boy 1s neatly made, 
He's ſound from Head to Foot, a pretty Lad. 
''\ For Twenty Pound He's Tours, the Bargains fair, 
 AHel 7ſer ve, and fit your bumor fo a hair ; 


© He's 
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And yet you vex him, and unjultly ſue. 


. Thro thouſand dangers and a world of pain. 


He's yet. ſoft Clay, be'f take-a Stamp with eaſe, 
And y:u may form him, Sir, to what you pleaſe. 
He ſpeaks ſome Greek, aud at a drinking Match 
He ll bear the Bob, and fig, a- merry Catch. 
To praiſe too much like a 4; 'gn appears, | 
When He extuls: that would put off his Wares : 
Tan't in want, I am in debt to none, 

What e&er I have, tho little, tis my own; 

Few, Sir, would tell you this, and tell you true, 
Nor I my ſelf to'\ any. one but you ; 

This Boy was faulty once, | He ftay'd at play, 

And when He fear d the laſb he; run away : 

Buy if you like him now his faults are told. | þ 


The dealing's fair, and he may take your Gold, 
And ne'er be thaoght a cheat for what He ſold. 


You'bought a faulty Rogue, he told you ſo, 


At parting, Sir, | ſaid | was unfit, 

Grown lazy, impotent, and flow to write : 
Left for not Writing You ſhould chide, accuſe 
My filence as unkind, and ſcorn my Mule ; 

Ah what did that avail to.ſet me free | 

Yet if You ſue me, Sir, the Law's for me. 

But You complain beſide, you fay, my Lord, 
I promis'd you ſome Odes, yet break my word ; 


2. Lucullus Souldier, who had ſtrove to gain 
A little money,. what with care he kept, 
Once tir'd, loſtevery penny as he ſlept. 
Thence He a very! Wolf and angry grown +. 
Both with himſelf and Foe ruſh'd boldly on, c 


And: with his Teeth as 'twere o'erthrew a Town. 
2-4 Tho 
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Tho G_ Four | well provided with'a Guard, 

This got him credit, and a large reward ; 

Soon after when' they were to ſtorm'a Town 

The Captain choſe out him, and edg'd him on, 

get fach affeion, ſuch warm words he preſt 

might inflame the coldeſt Coward S breaſt : 

Go where thy Vertue calls, go Conqu'ror, go, 

Thy yi 

But Crafty He reply'd, 'No Tows ['/ force, 

No Sir, Hel venture that hath hft his parſe. 

Rome bred me firſt, ſhe taught me Grammar rules, 

And: all the little Authors read in Schools. 

A little more than this learn'd 4:hexs ſhow'd, 

And ravght me how to ſeparate:Bad from Good ; 

The Mcademick Set poſſels'd my Youth, 

And 'midft their Mane ſhades [ ſought for Truth, 

But rough Times drove me from my bleſt retrear, 

And toſs'd me thro the Troubles of the Great. 

Tho rude in Arms, and tho well learn'd in fears, 

The tide yet bore me on to Civil Wars. (down, 

When thoſe had clippd my wings and brought me 

My ſmall Farm loſt, and all my money gone; 

Thoſe with my Shield I left by ſhameful flight ; 

Bold Pwverty firſt ſet me on to write. 

Bur now I have enough to keep off want, 

(That is as much- as Heaven it ſelf can orant) 

Whiat Zellebore conld'cure my wild diſcaſe, 

Should I. prefer a'Mwſe before my Eaſe 2 

On me each circling Year does make a prey, 

It ſteals my Humor, and my Mirth away. 

"And now at laſt would ſteal my Poems too * 

- From my Embrace ; what would You have me do ? 
| Beſides, 
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ſhall give Rewards , and Spoils thy Foe. 
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Br all admire, not all approve 

One ſort ; You Odes, Tambicks others love, 
Others in | keeneſt Satyrs rage delight ; ; 

Sharp Salt alone can raiſe their appetite ; 
Methinks I've three invited to a Feaſt, 

A different palate roo, to every Gueſt. 

What ſhall, what ſhall I not provide 2 What You 
Commend and eat, diſguſts the other two. 
Beſides, do'ſt think that I can mind a Song 
Whilſt here at Rome *midiſt all the noiſe and throng 
Of different Cares, one beggs me paſs my word 

; For him, thenl muſt wait upon my Lord, 

To hear his Verſes, and I muſt be gone, | 


Leave all my other work and cares alone, 

And march from one to t'other end of Town? 

* But, Sir, there's room, the Street is clean and ſtill 
* And you may walk and think on what you will. 

Yes, here-a Waggon bears a logg of Wood 

Or weighty ſtone, and: groans beneath the Load: 
9ad-Funerals here do juſtle with'a'Dray, 

And there the ſweaty Carman bawls for way. 

Here a Mad Dog, and there a Sow'doth iright, 

Go now 'midſt this, and lofty Verſes write. IJ 
Each Writer hates the Town and /Woods-approves, 
Right So of Bacchus pleas'd with thades and groves. 
Yet midſt theſe Fumults You would have me ay. 
To trace rhe narrow ſteps of Poetry. * 

The Man that takes learn'd 4thens cloſe retreat, 
Who by himſelf doth ſtudy to be great ; 

When he hath ſtudy'd Gon full tedious Years, 
Grownold and grey upon his Bobks and Cares: 


2G 2 Yet 
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Yet after all this time and p fu 

Grows a meer ſtock, and's the vght at by the Crowd. vl 

Then 'midft the Waves and Tempeſt of the Town") | n1 

Where Cares do tofs:and vexing buſineſs drown, |} || © 

Can I compoſe my- thoughts, can aſpire, | If 

And Join fit words to'tune the Roman Lyre 2 A 
3- Two Brothers liv'd at Rome, a Lawyer one, 

Aridone a Rhetor noted both in Town, 'I'w 
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Vain glorious both, and ſtudiousof a' narne, 

They' blew their Trumpets to each others Fame. 

They one another did extreamly pleaſe ; 

And are not Poets, Sir, as mad as Theſe ; - 

I Oces, and one writes Elegy ; Divine, 

A curious work, poliſh'd by all the Nine. 

See how we {trur, and what a port we: bear, 

With what high ſcorn: look o'er the. Theater, 4 

The other Poets ſneak and ſcarce appear. | 

But, if You've leaſure, ſtand afide, : and know 

. Why: We admire; -and praiſe each other ſo, 't 
TY wreath- the ' Crown, and why the Bays be-( / 

OW. 12y/ 

We quarreh, and withequal Fortune Fight,  972H 

True Samnites draw the lingring War till Night. 07) 

Then ht in his Opinion Im-Divine (9s 

Aku; well, and /what is He in! Mane ? ghoret 

Callimachus, or would he more: Mimnermas Fains" 

He gets, and glories in his borrow'd Name. 

A Thoufandthings'I-faffer to affvage.! 1 

The waſpiſh Poets; and to'cool! theit: rage; | © 4s 

Becauſe write my ſelf; I plead thein-Caule, -/ | | 

Imooth; and humbly-beg the Qrowds applauſe; 


- But 
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But-when grown ſober I ſhake off my Muſe, © 
Il ſtop my Ears, and unleſs hir'd to hear, refuſe -' 
Dull Rhimes are laugh'd at, yet we neer give oer, 
Our Writers ſmile, and e'en themſelves adore; © 
If you are ſlow to clap they ſwear” tis ſpite, 
And praiſe themſelves what happy they have writ. _ 
4- But He that hath a curious Piece deſign'd, 
When He begins muſt take a'Ceyſor's mind. 
Severe and honeſt, and what words appear, 
Too'light and trivial or'too weak to bear £ 
The weighty Sence, nor worth the Readers-care;) 
Shake oft ; thoſtubborn they are loth to move, 
And tho we fanſy dearly, tho we love. (forth, 
Good words, now grown obſcure, bring gently - 
Relieve'them'from the© dark, and ſhow their worth 
Us'd by the Ancients,tho confura'd by rage 
Of eating time; and-grown deform'd with Age : 


| And take new Wofds begot by Parent ſe, 


Prune'the luxuriant; and Corre&t' the looſe. 

Pure, flowing, as a River rowl along, - 

And bring new plenty to the Roman Tongue ; 

Reform, and cutſyperfluous Branches off ; 

Strengthen the weaker Words', "and ſmooth the 
rough : | 

Now pain'd, -now eas'd, as one that muſt pat on 

Now wanton Saty#s, now a heavy Clown: 

Now 1 had: rather'be a little Wit, * 

So my-dult Verſe my own dear lf delight, £ 

Than know my faults,be vex'd,aid die with ſpight. 

An Argive Gentleman as Stories ſay, ' 

Did always fanſy: that he ſaw a"Play, wy 
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Andclappd and ſmil'd in th' empty Theater. 
In all Things elſe he ſhew'd a ſober Mind, 

loving Neighbour and an honeſt Friend ; 
Kind to his Wiſe and-generous to his Slave, 
Nor:when he faw; the Barrel broach'd would rave. 
Wouldſhun an-open Well, and dangerous Pits, 
And ſeem a perfſet Man, andin his Wits, 
Him when his tender Friends with Coſt and Pains 
| Had cur'd, and Phyſick gently purg'd his Brains, 
Hecry'd, Ah me M ly Friends 1 am undone, 
Tou've ruin'd me, now all my Pleaſure S gone ; 
Tous have deſtroy d whilſt you defign'd to ſave, 
7"ve loſt the hrs /t Cheat that man could have. 
5. Tis time now! to be wile, forſake-my Toys, 

And leave my Verſes, proper ſport, for Boys ; 

Not follow Words and Numerous Songs contrive, 
Bat ſeek fit meaſures, and true rules to live. -: 

6. If what you drink ſhould make your heats in- 

creaſe, 

Would you not tell the: DoQor your diſeaſe : 


Now when the more. you have, you crave the more, 


Wihen! Floods 'of Store, ſhall make you thirſt for 
ore, 

Won't you confeſs.and this diſterrer own 2? 

All this I uſe to think on when alone. 

Spppoſe You had a Wound, and One had how 
AnHerb, which: you apply'd but found nogood, 
Would You be ſand of this, increaſe your pain,! 

Arid uſe the fruitleſs remedy again, - (tows 


| - Thus when You hear- on whom kind Heavett be- 


Great heaps of Wealth, they ſtreight their folly - 
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And yet you cannot find your ſelf more wiſe, 
Becauſe more-rich, you'll follow their advice, © 
Could Wealth with God-like Prudence Minds' In- 
_ ſpire, | | 
Cure them of vexing Fear, and fond Deſire. 

Then you ſhould bluſh, if allthe World could?ſhow, 
A ſober Man, more-covetous than You. 

If that's our own, which powerful Cozx procures, 
And 7/ſe, as Lawyers ſay, makes ſomething ours ; / 
The Field that feeds thee's thine ; rich Orbus plows, 
His Servant that Manures his Land; and Sows, : ' ; 
And breaks the fruitful Cold, that muſt afford 

Good Corn to Thee, confeſles thee his/Lord : 

One pays his Money, and receives agen; 

Eggs, Pullets, Grapes, orelfe a flask of Wine. 

And thus by theſe degrees the Farm he buys, 


| Boughtat Three Thouſand: pound, or ata greater 


ay 


price, | 
Well then, what difference is it whether now, 
You pay for what you have, or did it long ago 2 
Thoſe purchaſers that Yeij's Fields have gain'd, 
And large Aricia's Plains, tho rich in land, 
Yet even now buy every Herb they eat, -, 
They buy each ſtick of Wood to boil their Meat. 
Altho they think not ſo, and call the Grounds 
Their own, - which yonder friendly Poplar bounds. 
As if that could be thine, that call'd thy own, 
Which every MBment's hurry'd up and down 
And now to this, and now. to: tother thrown, 
Which Money, Fraud or-Flattery command, 
And ſnatcht from one, to fill another's Hand : 


) M m So 


So ſince Cons Uſe to none's allow d; 

But Heir-crowds Heir, as 1h a rowling Flood 
Wave urges Wave, ah what dothait avail, - 
To Join large Groves to Grove. and Vale to Vale; 

If Death-with! equal hand, ſtrikes Grear and vat, C 
Death unretefting, and that never ſpares, 

- Not to be brib'd with Gold, or won by. Tears ? 
(Gold, Jewels; Sratues, Marble, Ivory, + -: 

Paint, Cloth of Gold, and: Suits of precious dye, 
Gay. Purple, Silver, fome are wont to crave, © 
Yet cannotget, and ſome don't care tohave. 

Why of two; Twins, the one his Pleaſure loves, 
Preferrs his Sports ro Herod's fragrant Groves ; 

The other rich;and greedy'ot-his Gain, 

With Fire and/Iron' tames' his w oody Plain, 

He drives:the heavy Flough- from morn till Night, 
His Labour's pleafure, -aridihis Pain delight : 

That Genius only knows, that's wont to wait, 

On Birth-day Stars, the guider-of our Fare, 
Our:-Nature's'God, that doth his Influence ſhed, 
Eaſy tp any Shape, or good*or bad:: 

When Natures wants. require] will-be free, 

Nor care whatmy bold; heir willthink of me, 

TH uſe'miy-little Heap, !tho-He begriev'd, 

Becauſe-I leaveno more than I receiv'd, 

Yet Tthe/fame would-know, what difference lics 
Bztweea free ſpending, and looſe {qyandring ice. 
And-how far 'Chritt's remov'd from Avarice. b 
For ſure it difters much to waſt our Store, 

And to ipend treely, and notiftrive for more: 


And 
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And as i thi-five days feaſt, of old, the Boy, 
Take the ſhort Sweets, and as in haſt enjoy, 
Iam notrich, nor dolI gape for more, 

But let me tot be ſcandalouſly poor, 

And let my Ship be great, or be it ſmall, 

If I the fame, the very Ican fail. 
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To the Piſones, on the Art of Poetry. 


Uppoſe a Painter ſhould a/Canvas ſpread, 
I. To draw a Piece, and Paint a Womans head, 


' Then a Mares neck ;and then from different things, 


Take different Parts,: and cover all with Wings : 
Then a Fiſhtail ;- purſue his ſenceleſs thought, 
And mix the whole Creation .in.a draught, 
And all theſe Parts in ſtrange proportion join, 
Would you'not laugh to ſee this wild Deſign 2 
B2lieve me, »3/rs, that Book 1s like'this Piece, 
Where every P:rt fo ſtrangely difagrees,:-. -, , 
Like fick Mens Dreams,theres neither head,nor tail, 
But ftrange Confuſion, ſhapeleſs Monſters all. 
Poets and Painters equally may dare, 
In bold Attempts, they £41 an equal ſhare, 
And may do any thing : All this we know, 


| Tais freedom too, we mutually allow ; 
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And yet, this ve can give no ror pretencs, - 
To fight the ſteddy' Rules 'of Common Serice, | 
And join quite Oppoſires, the wild'and Tame ; 
The Snake and Dove, the Lion and the Lamb. | 
Next great Beginnings, ind in high Defigns, 
Some ſcatter here and'there few gawdy-lines, 
Which gliſter finely, when a Grove's their Theme, 
' A pleaſant Word, or eſe -a-purting Stream: 
How with the Flood. their. "we ies /moothly flow : 
How variouſly they paint the "apear : Bow ! 
But now perhaps none of theſe other. agree, 
Perhaps thou haſt ſome $kill to paint a Tree, 
But what of that > What will this art perform . 2 
Wert thou to draw a Shipwrack, or a Storm, | 
Deſcribe a Mariner, tow with panting: breath, *_. 
He blows the Floods, and keeps out ehtring Death ; 
Whilſt with oe hav deſpairing; Life he faves, 
The vther Graſps | his Riches on the'Waves'2 
When-you-a miphty'Bur? refolv'd to caſt, 
Why doth it dwindle toa Pint at laſt » 
In ſhort, in all you write let Ar# controutl, 
And keep the ſame juſt Tenor thro'the whole. 
But Sirs, moſt Poets now are-finely caught, 
By ſhow of right deluded to a fault : } 
By ſtriving'to be ſhort, obſcure they grow ; 
And when they-would be ſmooth, they ſink too tow ; 
Their Spirits tail: And ſome that would be high, - 
| Streight ſwell ; and When they thould but walk, they 
fl 


Whilſt ſome 700 cautious fear the Winds will roar, 
_ And waters tols ; nor dare to leave the Shoar. 
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- Another's. Starling fancy wildly roves,. 
And placeth Boars in Floods, and Trouts in Groves, 
Thus, jf it wants juſt Art, a cautious fear 
Ot Erriog is a certain way to Err. 
That Graver yonder'in th Emz/ian Square, 
Can hit the Nails, or imitate the hair, 
But he s a Sot, unhappy in his Art; 
Becauſe he cannot faſhion'every part, 
And make the whole compleat ; ſhould I'compoſl&, 
I'd rather freely” chooſe an ugly noſe 
With two black Eyes, black hair exactly trim, 
To make-me more deform'd, than be like him. 
You Writers try the Vigor of your Mule, 


And what her ſtrength will bear, and what refuſe, 

And after that an equal Subject chuſe. 

For he that doth this well, and chooſes right, 

His Method will be clear, his Words be fit. 

In this, or I miſtake, conſiſts the grace; 

And force of Method, to afſigna place, 

For what muſt now, what by and by be faid, 

What for the -preſent time mult be delay'd ; 

You Fhoggon you muſt improve, what Notion 
ight, 

If you will aim at praiſe in all you write. * 

Be cautious 1N your Words, invent but tew, 

We're puzled rather, than we're pleasd with new : 

Yet *twill be Art, and 'twill procure thee praiſe, 

It welLapply'd, and in a handſome Phraſe, 


You make »ew Words ſeem eaſy, plain, and known, ' 


We all will clap, and cry 'twas bravely done. 

But if you would unheard of things exprels z 

And cloath new Notions in a Modern drels ; 
© Mm 3 Invent -. 
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Invent' ew Words, we cat #da/ge a'Muſe, '- 
Until the Zicence riſe toan Abiſe : ir | 
And thoſe are beſt, *that do but gently fall, 
- Juſt varyd from the G#ee& Original 2 
For ey ſhould Yarius, why thon'd Yirgil be de. 
ny'd, | 
What Plautus and Cecilins wiſely did. ? 
And for what reaſon ſhould the Pops retent, . | 
If I but few, and medeftly invent 2 
When Cato's Stile and Zn lofty Song, | 
'ongue, 
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With various tore etitich'd/our Mother 

'Twas ſtill allow'd, and twill be ſtill allow'd, 
To make new Wordsplain to be underſtood : 
As Leaves on Trees do with the turning Year, 
The former fall, and others will appear ; 

Juſt ſo it is in Fords, one Word will riſe, 

Look green, and flouriſh, when another dies. 

All We, and Ours, are mn a changing State, 

Juſt Nazare's Debt, and muſt be paid to Fate : 
Great C#/ar's Mole, that braves the furious Tides, 
Where now ſecure from Storms, his Navy rides : 
Een that drain'd Lake, where former Ages row d, 
A great wnfruitful Waſt, tho now tis plow'd, þ 
Bears Corn,and ſends theneighbouring Cities food: 


Thoſe new Canales, that bound fierce 77i/ur's force, 
That teach the Streams to take a better Courſe, 

And ſpare the Plough-man's hopes: Een theſe muſt 
| walt, 

* Then how can feeble Words pretend tolaſt ? 
- Some words that have, or elſe will feel decay, 

- Shall bereſtor'd, and come again in play, 


e And 
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' | And words now fam'd, {hall not be fanſy'd long; 
They ſhall not pleate the Ear,or move the Tongue : 
As 7/ſe ſhall theſe approve, and thoſe condemn, 
ſe the ſole Rule of Speech, and Fudge ſupreme. 
How we ſhoald write of Battles, Wars and Kings, 
And ſuit with mighty Numbers, mighty Things, 
Firſt FZomer ſhow'd, and by Example taught, 
He wrote as nobly, as his Heroes fought : 
In Verſes long and ſhort, Griet firſt appear'd, 
In thoſe they mourn'd paſt Ills, and future fear'd : 
But ſoon theſe lines with Mirth and Joy were fill d, 
And told when Fortune, or a Miſtrifs ſmil'd : 
But who theſe Meaſures was the firſt that wrote, 
The Criticks doubt, and cannot end the doubr. 


Archilochus was arm'd, by injur'd Rage, 


When keen /ambicks, He did firſt engage 

With that ſharp foot and letr it to the Stage ; 
For 'tis a ſounding Foot, and full of force, 
And fit, as made on purpoſe, for diſcourſe. 

In Lyrick numbers Gods, and Hero's found, 
The ſwifteſt Horſe is praisd or Wreſtler crown'd : 
Feaſts, Wine, and open Mirth, or Myrtle Shades, 
The Cares of Love, or Tears of ſighing Maids. 

Unleſs all Matters I exactiy hit, 

What juſt Pretence have I to be a Wit 2 

What claim have I to the Poetict Name ? 
What fair Pretenſions to put in for Fame > 

Or why ſhould I conceal my want of Skill, 
Abſurdly modeſt, and be foolith till, 

Rather than ſhow my Want, demand Supplies, 
From richer Parts, and fo at laſt be Wiſe 2 
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A Comick Story hates a 7ragick Stile, 
ZBombaſt ſpoils humor, and diſtorts a Smile : 
And 7ragical Thyeſtes barbarous Feaſt, 241 
Scorns Mean and Common words, and hates 4 je 
Let every Subjed have what fits it beſt : 
Yet Comedy may be allow'd to riſe, 
And rattle: in a Paſſion or Surprize ; 
And Tragedy in humble words muſt weep, 
The Stile muſt /upp/zant ſeem, and ſeem to creep : 
Peleus and Zelephus exil d and poor, 
Mult leave their F/;ghts,and give their Bombaſt oer; 
If they would keep their well-pleas'd Audience long, 
And raiſe their juſt Reſentments for their wrong : 
"Tis not enough, that Plays are neatly wrought, 
Exactly form-d, and of an even Plot, 
They muſt be zatizg too, Surprize, and Sieze, 
And force our Souls which way the Writers pleaſe. 
We laugh'or weep, as we ſee o7hers do, 
Our Souls agree, and'take their Paſons too : 
My grief with others juſt proportion bears, 
To make me weep, you-mult be firſt in Tears : 
"Then Zelephus I can believe thy moan, 
And think thy- Miſeriesare all my own : 
But if thy part be 2/4, or atted ill, 
 Unheeding thy Complaint, I ſleep or ſmile : 
Sad words ſuit well with Grief, with Joy the /ooſe, 
' Grave the Severe, and Merry the Foco/e : | 
"Tis Natureſtill that doth the Change begin, 
She faſhions, and ſhe-forms our Souls within, 
To all the Changes, and the Turns of Fate ; 
* Now ſcrews our Minds to an unuſual height, 


* And 
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1 Impatient, fierce, inexorable, proud, 


ah, : 
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And ſwells us into ' rage; or bending low, 
Shecramps our Souls with dull contraQting Woe, 
She makes us ſtoop beneath a weighty wrong, 
Then tells the various Pafſions with the Zongue : 
Now if his Speech doth not his Fortune fit, 
He will be hiſt by Gallery, Box, and Pit.” 
You muſt take care,and uſe quite 4;ferext words, 
When Servants ſpeak, or their commanding Lords, 
When grave old Men, or head./ſtrong Touths diſcourle, 
When /tately Matrons, or a buſy Nurſe ; 
A cheating Tradeſman, or a labouring Clown, 
A Greek or Aran, bred at Court or Town. 
Keep toold Tales, or if you muſt have new, 
Feign things coherent, that may look like true : 
If you would. draw * Achilles in diſgrace, 
Then draw Achilles, as Achilles was; 


His Swo:d,his Law, his own right hand his God : 
Medea muſt be furious, ſhe mult rave : 
Crafry Zxion a deſigning Knave ; 
To a wandring Cow, and no fad : 
And poor Ore/tes melancholy mad: 
But if youll *eave thoſe Paths where moſt have gone, 
And dare to make a Perſon of your own, 
Take care you ſtill the ſame proportions ſtrike, 
Let all the Parts agree, and be alike. 

Unuſual Subjects, Sir, tis hard to hit, 
It ascks no common Pains, nor common Wit, 
Rather on Subjects known your Mind employ, 
And take from Zomer ſome old tales of 7roy, 


"4 read, ſeripta ; inhonoratum, QC, 
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And bring thoſe uſuat things again in view, 
Than venture on a'Subje@ wholly new : 
Yet you may make theſe common Themes your own, 
Unleſs you treat of things too fully known ; 
Show the ſame humors, and that uſual Szate, 
Or word for word too faithfully tranſlate ; 
Or elſe your Pattern ſo confix'dly choole, 
That you are ſtill condemn'd to follow ak. 
Or break all Jecen? meaſures to be looſe. 

Firſt ſtrain no higher, than your voice will hald, 
Nor as that * Cyc/ick writer did of old, 
. Begin my mighty Muſe, and boldly dare, 

'T'll fing grebt Priam's Fate, and nolle War. 

What did-He worth a Gape ſo large produce 2 
The travailing Mountarn yields a filly Mouſe, 
Much better Zomer, who doth all things well, 
Muſe ,te/ the Man, for you can ſurtly tell, 
Who, Troy once falln, to many Countries went, 
And (triftly view d the Men, aud Government. 
As one that knows the Laws of writing right, 
He makes Light follow Smoak, not Smoakthe Light; 
For ſtreight, how fierce Charybdis rowls along, / 
How Scy/la roars thro all his wondrous Song / 
Nor doth He, that He might ſeem deeply read, 
Begin the fam'd Return of Diomed 


* Scriptor Cyclicus 1s.not, as uſually-thovght, 
| «Scriptor Circumforaneus, but the ſame with what 
the Greeks call'd Kvx2uxos; of whom ſee Langbain in 
 *, his Notes on Longinus. 
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EPISTLES: 555 
From Meleager's death ; nor dives as far, 


As Leda's Eggs, 
For the beginning of the 7rojan War : 
He always haſtens on to the Events, 
And ſtill the middle of the Tale prefents, 
As 'twere the firſt, then draws the Reader on, 
Till the whole Story.is exactly known, 
And what he can't improve he lets alone. 
And ſojoins Lyes and I ruth,that every. part agrees, 
And ſeem no Fiction, but a real Piece : 

But Sir, obſerve ; (ſhame waits on the negle,) 
- This I, and all, as well as !, expect, 
If you would have a judging 4udzence ſtay, 
Be pleas'd, and clap, and fir out all the Play: 
Obſerve what amor 1n each Age appears, 
Then draw your fit, and lively Characters, c 
And ſuit their changing Minds,and changing Years. 
A Boythat juſt ſpeaks plain, and goes alone; 
Loves childiſh Play-mares, he 1s angry ſoon, 
' And pleasd as ſoon : And both for nothing ſkill, 
Changing his Humor, various is his Will : | 
A Touth juſt looſned from his Tutor's care, 
Leaves off his Books, 'and follows Hound and Hare ; 
The Horle is his delight, or Cards and Dice, 
Rough to Reproof, and eaſy bent to Vice. 
Inconſtant, eager, haughty, fierce and proud ; 
A very ſlow provider for his good, 
And prodigal of his Coin, and of his Blood, 
The fu! grown Man, doth aim atdifterent ends, 
He betters his Eſtate, and gets him Friends ; 
He courts gay Zorr, and He fears to do, 


What he muſt alter on a ſecond view, 
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556. FIOR ACE's 
An 014 man's Charadter is hit with eaſe, 
For he is pettiſh, and all one Diſeaſe : 
Still covetous, and ſtill he gripes for more, 4 
And yet he fears to uſe his preſent Store : 
Slow, long, in Hope, ſtill eager to live on, 
And fond of no mans Judgment but his own : 
On 7ouths gay trolicks peeviſhly fevere, 
And oh when He was young, what Times they were! 
The #1ow of Life brings in a wealthy Store, 
The £46 draws back, what c're was brought be- 
fore, 
And leaves a barren Sand, and naked Shore. 
And therefore when you repreſent a Touth, 
Leſt you draw lines, that fit a Man of growth ; 
Obſerve the juſt 4ecorum of the Stage, 
And ſhow thoſe Zumors ſtill that ſuit the Age: 
For otherwiſe 'twill ſeem as fond and wild, 
As 'tis to clap a beard upon a Child. 
Whateer a Play can compretiend, is /hown 
Upon the open Stage, or zold alone ; 
| Things only zo/d, tho of the fame degree _ 
Do raiſe our Paſſions leſs than what we ſee : 


For the Spettaror takes in every part, 

The Eyes the faithfull ſt Servant to the Heart : 4. 
Yet do not every Part too freely ſhew, 
Some bear the telling, better than the view : | 
Things wi/d or crae/ da difpleaſe the Eyes, 
And yet when only 70/4, the fame ſurprize ; 
Medea muſt not draw her murdering Knife, | 
And on the Stage attempt her Childrens lite ; > 
Nor Progne fly transform'd into a Fowl, 
Nor Hecaba turn'd Bitch begin to howl: 
| « Nor 


tr  pook!. EPISTLES. $57 


-— 


Nor Cadmus.there' is ſnaky folds advance, 


T hate ſuch wild improbable Romance. 


The Play that you deſign ſhould often pleaſe, 


Muſt have ffve 4s, and neither morenor leſs; 


No God appear to mend an ill-wrought Scene, 
Unleſs ſome weighty Cauſe ſhall force him in : 
To crowd the Stage, is odious and abſurd, 
Let no fourth Actor ſtrive to ſpeak a word. 
The Chorus muſt ſupply an Actors place, 
And take'his Part, this gives a natural Grace 
Leſt any thing between the. 4s ſhould ſeem, 
Not fitly ſuited to the common Theme : | 
Let himcommend the Good, and Friends, and haſe, 
Praiſe wholeſome Juſtice, and love open Peace : 
Tame Paſſion, all mens Thoughts to vertue win, 
And cheeriſh thoſe that are afraid to fin : 
Extenuate Faults, and pray to mighty God, 
That Fate would raiſe the Poor, and fink the Proud. 
The Pipe of old, was not as large as now, 
Nor.gather'd all the Breath a Man could blow : - 
It's hallow, ſmall, and fi:l'd with feeble wind, 
It cheer'd the Audience with the Chorws join ; 
Not made of Braſs, nor like the-Zrumper loud, 
With pleaſing Airs it filfd the /:ttle Crowd : 
For then this new delight was known to few, 
And you could zumber thoſe that came to view. 
No wanton Luxury did taint the Stage, 
But that was mean, and, modeſt as the Age. 
But when ſtrange Nations felt our Conquering 


hand, 
When Rome -enlarg'd the tounds of her Command, 


. When 


Talk common Talk, and ſmk into a'Clown : 


553 HORACE's | 
When /tatelier Walls, the did begin to raiſe, - + 


And Mirth, and Wine;& ſport 'imploy'd our Days, 

Themdiſh Luxuy ſpread or the Plays : | 

For whatcould pleaſe ſo mix'd;itl-match'd a Crowd); 

pi airy and Clown were mix'd, the Learn'd a 

ude, BD qYQ\ ( 

As ſenceleſs as the Ox with which -he plow'd » 

Hence did our Muſick, and our:Songs increaſe, 

Our Dance was artful, noble was'our Dreſs : 

Our Harps improv'd, and lofty Eloquence, 

. In high ſtrong Lines convey d unuſual Sence;: 

And pithy Sentences ſhort Truth fore-thow 'd, 

As Qear and uſeful as the Del/phian God : 
The'Men that firſt did ſtrive in Tragedies, 

When 'a' me 1» Goat was all the Conquerors prize; 

Brought Satyrs naked in,” or looſely dreſt, 

And tho ftill-graye, would venture ata Jeſt, 

This was the Baitto bribe the Crowd to itay, 

When Drunk and Wanton; and it out the Play. 
Yet Satyrs ſhould obſerve this decent Rule, 

And fo turn ſerious things to Ridicule ; 

As not t5 bring a Gor'or Hero down, 


Or make a Perſon grac'd with Robe and Crown, 


Or whilſt he doth affte@ a lofty hight, 
| Fly up in'bombaſt, and ſoar out of fight : 
For Tragedy too high to ſtoop to Jelt, 
| (As. Matrons dancing ata ſolemn Feaſt, 

| Keep decent Steps) ſtill different will appear, p 
: ' From wanton Satyrs, modeſtly ſevere : 

Yet 3:#ter Words, and domineering Phraſe, 
Is not.the thing that I in Satyrs praiſe, 
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- Nor would I have the Difference drawn too far, 

And free the Satyrs from the 7ragicts Care ; 

They muſt not make a?l Perſons talk alike, 

The Citty Valet, and the Country Dick ; 

The Chamber-maid grown impudently bold, 

When ſhe has bobb'd the Lecher of his Gold: 

The down-right Farmer, and the dowdy Sor, 

Or elſe the brisk Companion o'er his Pot : 

I'll take a Common' Theme, and yet excel, * 

Tho any Man may hope to write as well ; 

- Yetlet him try, and He ſhall iweat in vain, 

Idle his'Labor, fruitleſs prove the Pain : 

So great the force of '4rt and Method ſeems, 

So mach we may improve the Common Themes. 
Be ſure you never make a Satyr ſport, 

And talk, and'danee, and jeſt, as bred at Court ; 

But let him ſpeak, asif in Woods he ſpoke, 

And lately taken from his Mother Oak : 

Yet never make him wantonly abſurd, 

Nor let him flyly drop one 4aw7y Word : 

For all our N-#/es hate ſuch {thy Wit, : 


They ſcorn to bear. ſuch Words, the choice delight 
Of /ottifh Tradeſmen, and the fooliſh Cit. | 
A foot, cne long, one ſhort, Jambus nam'd ; -—- 
Of which thoſe meatfures, thoſe fo juſtly fam'd, J 
Call'd 7rimeter [ambick lines, are fram'd, . 
When juſt ſix Feet, and when thro all the Song, 
The ſelf ſame meaſure's kept, one ſhort, one long : 
This Foot to make the Cadence more ſevere, | 
And with agraver touch falute the Ear, 
Receeding ſomewhat trom her »a7ural right, 
The graver Spondy kindly did admit, 
® 


[* 


*560 HORACE" 


Yet ſoas to forbid it to be put, . 
Or in the fourth, or in the ſecond Foot : 
Yet this is ſeldom ſeen in the ſublime, 
High Zccius verie,. or Exnius noble.rhime : 
And yet in this ſome ſhow their want of Skill, 
And make their Verſes Scandalonſly ill : 
' And whilſt- their ſounding Rhimes tranſgreſs this 
Rule, 
The wretched 4tor's hiſt, and-rhought a fool, 
It is not every Jadgze knows what s amiſs, 
And Rome 75-too indulgent to: her Sons in this : 
What then 2 Shall I be looſe 2 Negle& my Rules, 
In hopes to find my Judges ſenſeleſs fools 2 
To beg an A4/ms which they can chooſe to grant, 
Shall I ſubmit to. vo/antary want 2 
Or rather thiok,... that all my Faults will nnd 
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And fafe within mine own perte&tion lie, 
Nor need that pardon whichthey can deny 2 
For make the beſt ont, I. avoid. the ſhame, 
1 amn't diſcoverd,, yet deſerve no Fame. 
Read oer the Greeks by day, digelt at night, 
For:thoſe are Standards, and jult Rules of Wit. 
"Tis true, as | have heard,. the former times | 
Clapp'd Plau'us wanton and uneven Rhimes z 1 
With too much Patience both,(to ſay no more | 
And callit fey) thoſe our Fathers bore : 
Sorne think this harſh, but tis. approv'd by you, 
Learn'd Sir,and 1am ſure the Cenſure's true, | 
If you and I know what is juſt and fit, 
Are $kill'd in Cadence, and diſtinguth right, c 
Between a bawdy clench and a gentele Wit. 
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= beſpis the firſt, that did furprize the Age 

With 7ragedy, ne'er trod a decent Stage : 

But in a Nogun drove his Plays about, 

And ſhow'd mean antick tricks to pleaſe the Rout ; 

His Songs uneven, rude in every Part, 

His Actors: ſmutted, and the Scene-a Cart. 
Next Aschilus did greater Aft expreſs, 

He built a Stage, and taught them how to dreſs ; 

In decent motions He his Parts convey'd, 

And made theni /ook as great, as tliofe they play'd: 
Next theſe 01d C med, did pleaſe the Age, 

But ſoon their Lzbert <A turn'd to Rage ; 

Such Rage, as Civi/ Power was forc d to tame, 

And by good Laws ſecure Mens injur'd Fame : 
Thus was the Chorus loſt, their railing Muſe 

Grew ſilent, when forbidden to abule. 
Our Latin Poets eager aftet Praile, 

Have boldly ventur'd, and deſerv'd the Bays : 

They left thoſe Paths, where all the Greeks have / 
gone, 

And dar'd to ſhow ſome Actions of their own : 

And would our Poets be inur'd to pain, 

And what they once have'form'd, file o'er again; 

Let it lie by them, and reviſe with care; 

Our Rome would be as fam d, for Wit as War * . 
-Sirs, damn thoſe Rhimes that haſty Minds dy, 

give, 

E'er 7rme and' Care have form'dthern fit to live; = 

Let many a Day, and many a Blot confine, © 

And many a Nail be par'd oer every Line. - > 
Becauſe Democritus once fondly taught, 

(ko ever heard He had. one ſober a, 

” N n ; That I 


_ 


| ; 562. HORACEs 


That naked Nature with s frantick ſtart, 
* Would Rhime more luckily than feeble Art ; 
. And did allow none leave to taſt a drop 
* Of Z7elicon, unleſs a crazy Fop: 
The foppi/h humor now o'er moſt prevails, 
\And few will ſhave their Beards or pair their Nails ; 
They ſhun Converſe, and fly to Solitude, 
Seem frantick Sots,and are deſign'dly-rude : 
For if they go but naſty, if they gain 
The reputation of a crazy Brain, 
 Streight Poets too, they muſt be thought by all ; 
Oh Blck-head | that purge at Spring and Fall ! | 
; Forelſe perhapsT bad been fam'dffor Rhimes, | 
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* "And been the greateſt Poer of the Times: 

But I had rather keep that Sence I have, 

Than to be thought a Poet, Rhime and Rave : 

- Tl play the Whez-ſtore, uſeleſs and unfit 

| Tocut my ſelf, I] ſharpen others Wit, C 
Unwriting I will teach them how to write: 

What gives them Matter , what exalts their 

* Thoughts, 

And what are Ornaments, and what are Faults - 

-. Of writing well theſe are the chiefeſt Springs, 

* To know the Nature, and the «ſe of Things : 

- Right judging Morals will the Subje& ſhow, 

- And when the SubjeQ's found, Words freely flow : 

- He that can tell what Care our injur'd Fame, 

And what our Mothers, what our Siſters claim ; 

+ . With what degrees of Zeal we ſhould defend, 

| Our Country, Fathers, Brothers, - or a Friend, 

| What ſuits a Senator's, what a Judge's care, 

| What Soldier's, what a Leader's,in the War : 
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Secure of Honor he may boldly write, 
For he is ſure. to draw the mage right. 
"Tis my advice, let every. Painter place, 
The Life before him that will hit the Face : 
So let a Writer look o'er Men, to ſee - 
What various T s to various Kinds agree; 
And thence the diffterent /nages derive, 
And make the fit expreſſions {tem to live: 
A Play exatlly drawn, tho often rough, 
Without the Dreſs of Art to ſet it off, 
Takes People more, and more delight affords, 
Than noiſy Trifles, and meer empty Words. 
The Muſes loy'd the Greeks,and bleſt with Sence, 
They freely gave them Wit, and Eloquence; *' '- ; 
In thoſe they did #eroick fancies raiſe, 
For they were covetous of nought bur Praiſe ; 
But as tor Us, our Roman Y ouths are bred 
To Z7rades, to caſt Account, to Write and Read : 
Come hither, Child, (ſuppoſe 'tis A/4ne's Son) 
Hold up thy Head ; take five from Forty one, C 
And what remains ? Fuft Thirty ix : Well done. 
Add ſeven what-makes it then ? :Fuſt Forty eight : 
Ah thou muſt be a Man of an Eſtate / 
And when this care for Gain all thoughts controuls, 
When this baſe Ruſt hath cruſted o'er their Souls ; 
Neer think that ſuch will reach a noble hight, 
Theſe —_ muſt check, theſe weights retard-their 
flight: 
Poets would profit, ar delight alone, 
Or join both Profit and Delight in one : 
Let all your Rules be ſhort, laid plainly down z 
That doci/ Minds may comprehend them ſoon, 
© Nn> 
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That takes them Both and profits and delights : 
 That:in one Line inftruQts and” pleaſes all; | 
That Book will eafily be ſet to fale, | 
See diſtant Countries, ſpread the Author's name, 
And ſend him. down a Theme to future Fame : 

Yet there are Faults, and Men may. ſometimes 
» Err : | 
And Vl-torgive, I'll not be too ſevere. 
An-4rtiſt always can't command his Harp, 
But when he ſtrikes a'F/at He hears a Sharp : 
| The greateſt Archers ſometimes miſs the Whites, 
> If xumercus Graces ſhine in what he' writes, 
# Tllnot condemn tho'ſome few Faults appear, 
- "Which common frailty leaves or want of Care: 
- But if tho warn'd He ſtill repeats the fame, 
* Who can endure, and who forbear to blame 2? 
- Juſt as that F/dler muſt be call'd a Sor, 
” That a'ways errz upon the'flf ſame Note : 
| So He that makes a Book one copious fault, - 
© As Cherilas, the greateſt Dunce that ever wrote, 
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In whom ife'er I ſee two lines of Wir; 
I ſmile, and wonder at the lucky hit; ; 
But fret to find the mighty Zomer: dream, 
* Forget himſelf a-while, and loſe his Theme : 
Yet if the work belong, ſleep may furprize, 
| Anda ſhort Nod creep o'er the watchfull'ſt Eyes. 
| Poems, like Pittures, ſome when near delight, 
At diſtance ſome, ſome ask the cleareſt light; 
And ſowe the ſhade;ſome Pictures pleaſe when new, . 
And ſome when old:; ſome bear a tranſient view -; 
Some bid the Men of Skull ſeverely pry, 
Some pleaſe but once, ſome always pleaſe the Eye. 
But you, dear Sir, tho you your ſelf are wiſe, * 
| Tho byyourfF ather's care, and kind advice C 
Secure from faults, yet pray believe me this : 
In other things a Mean may be allow'd, 
Not Beſt may {till be 7o/erab/e good : 
A Common Lawyer, tho he cannot plead 
Like ſmooth Meſſala, nor's ſo deeply read 
As learn'd Caſſelius, yet the Man-may pleaſe, 
Yet He may be in vogue, and get his Fees : 
But now the Laws of God and Man deny 
A middle State, and mean in Poetry, 
For as at Treats, oras at noble Feaſts, | 
B3d Perfumes, and bad Songs diſpleaſe the Gueſts, 
Becauſe the Feaſt did not depend on theſe, - 
So Poetry, a thing deſign d to pleaſe, 
Compos'd for meer delight, muſt needs be till 
Or very good, or ſcandalouſly ill. 
He that's unskilful will not toſs a'Ball, . 
Nor run, nor wreſtle for He fears the tall ; 


. -, 


2 at. P 
\ £** PL ek! , [ wa 
oy + Y Is; 
bg F 40 . * 


- 60! HORACEP's 
- He juſtly fears to meet deſerv'd difgrace, ' 
' And that the Rivg will hiſs the baffled Afs : 
| .-* But every one can Rhime, He's fit for that ; 
Why not 2 I'm ſure he hath a good'Efſtate, | 
And that may give him juſt pretence to write, 
It makes a Poet,-as it dubs a Knight. 

But you, Sir, know your ſelf, will wiſely: chooſe, 
And ſtill conſult the Genius of your Mule ; 
And yet when er you write, let every line 
Paſs thro your Fathers, Metca's Ears, or mine 7 
Keep it long by you, and improve it ſtill, 
For then you may corre what eer you will - 
\But nought can be recall'd when once 'tis gone, 
It grows the Publick's, 'tis no more your own. 

Fame fays, Inſpired Orpheus firſt began 
To ſing God's Laws,and make them known to Man; 
Their fierceneſs ſoftned,ſhow'd them wholeſom food, 
And frighted all from lawleſs Luſt and Blood ; 
And therefore Fatne hath told, his charming Lute 
Could tame a Lion, and correc a Brute : 
Amphion too, (as Story goes) could call 
Obedient Stones to make the 7heban Wall ; 
He led them as he pleas'd, the Rocks obeyed, 
And danc'd in order to the Tunes he play'd : | 
"Twas then the work of Yerſe to make Men wiſe, 
Tolead to Vertue, and tofright from Vice : 
To make the Savage, Pious, Kind and Juſt ; 
To curb wild Rage, and bind unlawful Luſt ; 
To build Societies, and force confine, 
Thts was the noble, this the firſt Deſign ; 
| , This was their Aim, for this they tun'd their Lute, 
And hencethe Poezs got their firſt repute : 
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Next Zomer and Tyrteus did boldly dare, | 
To whet brave Minds and lead the ſtout to War : 
In verſe their Oracles the God's did give, 
| In verſe we were inſtructed how to live : 
Verſe recommends Us to the Ears' of Kings, 
And eafſeth Minds when clog'd with ſerious things ; 
And therefore, Sir, Yerſe may deſerve your care, 
Which God's inſpire, and X7gs delight to hear. 
Now ſomediſpute to which thegreatelſt part 
A Poem owes, to Nature, or to Art ; | 
But faith, to ſpeak my thoughts, I hardly know, 
What witleſs Art, or Artleſs Wit can do: 
Each by it ſelf is vain I'm fure, bur join'd 
Their force is ſtrong ; each proves the others friend, 
The Man that is reſolv'd the Prize to gain, 
Deth often run, and take a world of pain ; 
Bear Heat and Cold, his growing ſtrength improve, 
Nor taſt the Joys of Wine, or Sweets of Love : 
The good Muf/rcian too that's fam'd for Song, 
Hath con'd his Tune, and fear'd his Maſter long : 
But amongſt Poets 'tis enough to ſay, 
Faith I can write an admirable Play, 
 1Pox take the hindmoſt, 1 am f:remoſt ſtill, 
And tho "tis great,. conceal his want of sk1ill. 
As Tradeſmen call in;Folks to buy their Ware, 
Good Penny-worths, the beſt in all the Pair ; 
Ho wealthy Poets when they read their Plays, 
Get Flatterers in, for they are paid for Praiſe : 
And faith a Man that has a good Eſtate, 
That can oblige a Friend, and nobly Treat, 
Be Surety for the Poor, his Cauſe defend, 
Shall never know a Platterer from a Friend : 
"D Na 4 If 
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IF you = oe or promis'd to be kind 
© Toanyone, whilſt joy: perverts his Mind: 
- Ask not his Judgment, for He'll treight conſent, 
| A cry "tis good, tis rare, "tis Excellent ; 
 - Grow pale, and weep, and ſtamp, at every line, 
& Ob IL fu} | *Zas more- than Man, 'tis all Divine. 
J As Hired Mournersat the Grave will howl, 
3 gy —_ than. thoſe that grieve with all their 
Thus Friends appear leſs mov'd than Counterfeits, 
- And F#atterers out-do, and ſhow their Cheats ; 

| Kings (thus ſays Story) that of old deſign'd, 
To raiſea Favourite to a Beſome Friend, 
Did ply him hard:with wine,unmask'd his thoughts, 
4nd ſaw him Naked, and with all his Faults : 
fig you write; .take heed what -Friend you 
= aVe | 
E-- And fear the Smi'esof a deſigning Knave ; 
| Let good Qzintiliws all your lines reviſe, 
” » And hewill freely ſay, mend this and this ; 
Sir T have often try d, and try d again, 
F'm fure I can't do better, "tis in vain : 
-- Then blot ont every word, or try once more, 
= And file theſe, ill turn'd Yerſes.oer and oer : 
* But if zouſeem in love with your own. Thought, 
More eager to defend than mend your Fault, - 
Hefays no more, but lets the Fop go on, 
And Rival-free admire his lovely own :. 
-- An honeſt Judge will blame each idle line, 
© And tell you, you muſt make the Cloudy ſhine ; . 
* Show you what Words. areharſh, blot out the rough, 
ad cup the uſeleſs "ing: painting off: pk 
- 4£O 
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Look thro your Faults with an impartiakEye,i' 
And tellyouwhat-you muſtcorre&; and why ;: i 
Critick-1ndeed; ae Go foſter $11 2201391; 
My honeſt Friend for ſuch ſmall:Toys as theſe: 10 
Theſe Toys will ; bnce'to ſerious-miſchiefs fall; |:':/. 
When He is laugh'd at, when He's jeer'd by all - 
For more than Mad: or Pox'd Men hate the Dull, 
And ſwiftly fly the ſenſeleſs rhiming Fool : | FF 

And fear to touch him, Men of Senſe retires : -: 
The Boysabuſe, and only Fools admire : 

Suppoſe He fir'd with his Poetick flame, 

Juſt as a Fowler eager on his Game, ik 
Doth fall into a Pit, and bawls aloud, 

And calls for pity to the laughing Crowd ; 

He may bawl on, for all will ſtand and flout, _ 

And not one lend an hand to help him'out ; 

But yet if any ſhould ; what? was't deſign, 

Or elſe meer Chance, pray Sir, that threw him in? 
il tell my Reaſons, and in ſhort relate, ** + 
A poor Sicilian Poets wretched Fate : 
Empedocles muſt needs be thought a God, 
And therefore in a melancholly Mood, 
Leapd into Ztna's Flames : let Poets have 
The Privilege to hang, and Noe to fave ; 
For 'tis no greater cruelty to kill, 

Than 'tis to fave a Man againſt his Will : 
Nor was it Chancethe heedleſs Fool betray'd, 
Nor the ſtrange efforts of a crazy head'; © 
For draw him out, reſtore his lite again, 

| He would not be content to be a:Man, 

He would-be eager to be thought divine, 
And gladly burn in Hopes to gain/@Shrine : 
UN EE 
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Now 'tis not known for what notorious Crime, 
Theſe brainleſs Fellows are condemn'd to Rhime ; 
Whether they piſsd upon their Fathers Grave, 

Or rob'd a Shrine ; *tis certain that they rave ; 

| And like wild Bears.if once they break their Den, 
*  Andcanget looſe, worry all ſorts of Men ; 
Their killing Rhimes they 4arbarouſly obtrude, 
And make all fly, the Learn'd, as well as Rude : 
But then to thoſe they fieze, They till reherſe, 
And murder the poor Wretches with their Verſe ; 
They Rhime and: Kill, a curſed murd'ring Brood, 
Like Leeches. ſucking (till. till fnll +f RI--A 
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Printed for Jacob Tonſon at theJudges-Head 
in Chancery-Lane. 1685. 


Lutarch's Firſt Yolume,newly Tranſlated from the 
Greek. | 


Plutarch Written by Mr. Dryden. Theſeus, 7ranſla- 
ted by Mr. Duke. Romulus, Mr. Smallwood. Ly- 
curgus, Mr. Chetwood. Numa Pompilius, Mr. Ri- 
caut. Solon, Mr. Creech. Poplicola Mr. Dodſwell. 
Themiſtocles, Dr. Brown. Furius Camillus, 
Mr. Pain. Pericles, Dr. Littleton. Fabins Maxi- 
mus, Mr. Carryl. 


Plutarch's ſecond Volume, newly Tranſlated from the 
©  - I 


Alcibiades Coriolanus, Tra»ſlated by Dr. Bloomer. 
Paulus Emilius, Mr. Arrowſmith. Timoleon, Dr. 
Bloomer. Pelopidas, Mr. Creech. Mercellus, Dr. 
Charlton. Ariſtides, Mr. Cooper. Marcus Cato, 

Mr. 


x": 1 Books Printed for Jacob Tonſor. | 
4 nuns, Mr. Whitaker. 
_— s Third Yolume newly Ti rauſlated from the 


+ Pyrrhus, 7rauſlated Ly Dr. Cru. Caius Marius, Mr. 
- Stapleton Lyſander, Mr. Leman.Sylla, Mr. Davis. 
Cimon, AZr. Morgan. Lucullus, Mr. Thornburgh. 
Nicias, Mr. Rimer. Craſſus, Mr. Amhurſt. Eume- 
*  ._ nes. Sertorius, Dr. Brown. 
J Phe Fourth and Fifth Volumes of Plutarch, 7ranſla- 
ted by ſeveral eminent Hands, are now in the 
_ Preſs, and will with all poſible ſpeed be Publiſhed. 
Remarks upon a Trait Intituled, a Treatiſe of Flumane 
" Reaſon, and upon Mr.\Warren's late defence of it ; 
_ by Sir George Blundel. Db 


A Critical Hiſtory of the Old Teſtament, in three 
Books: The firſt treating at large concerning the ſe- 
veral Authors of the Bible:The ſecond,containing the 
Hiſtory of the chief Tranſlations of the Bible, made 

_ either by Jews or Chriſtians. The third,Jayiug down 

Rules whereby a more Exatt Tranſlation may be made 
of the Scripture than. hitherto has been, Written 

_ Drigzzally by Father Simon of the Oratory. With a 
ſuppliment,being 4 defence of the Critical Hiſtory in 
anſwer to Mr. Spanhem's [reatiſe againſt it : both 
Tranſlated into Engliſh by H. D. 


3 Poems s po ſeveral occaſions with a Voyage to the 
Iſland of Love by. Mrs. A. Behn. 


* Sir Car: Scrope, Mr. Dryden, and ſever al other 
| Eminent hayds. ds 


L Ovi ds E piſtles Engliſhed by the Ear [ of-Mulgrave 


| Books Printed for Jacob Tonſor. - 
Divine Contemplations npon the Life of our Saviour, 
Written by the Biſhop of Exceter. 

A Chronicle of Fraxce from the beginning. of that 
Kingdom ; Written by Monſieur Mezeray, Chre- 
nologer to the preſent French King. TO 

The firſt part of the /y/titutes of the Laws of Eng- 
land or a Commentary upon Littleton,By Sir 
ward Coke X#* The ninth Edition carefully correfted 
with an Alphabetical Table.To this Edition is ad- 
ded two Learned Irafts of the ſame Author ; the 
firſt his Reading upon the 27 of Edward the firſt, 
Entituled The Statute of Levying Fines ; and the 
ſecond, of Bail and Mainpriſe. 

The Lord Cokes Reports, i» French and Engliſh---— 

TheReports by the Lord Chief FulticeVaughn in Engl. | 

Hetily's Reports 

' Daltox's Juſtice of Peace 

. Daltox's Sheriffs 

Shepard's Abridgment of the Law. 

Brown's Entries, in 2 Parts 

Miſcellaneous Poems, containing a New Tranſlation of 
Virgil's Eclogues, Ovid's Love Elegies, Odes of 
Horace, and other Authors ; with ſeveral Original 
Poems by the moſt Eminent hands. 

The Works of Hor:ce, Tranſlated into Engliſh by 
Mr. Creech of Oxlord, are now in the preſs and 
near Printed. | 


Now in the Preſs. 
The Decay of the Weſtern Empire, Tranſlated out of 
French, .wil ſpeedily be Publiſhed. 
The Hiſtory of the League, Writtex in French by 
Monſieur Maimburgh, 1ra»/{ated into Engliſh ap- 
= ajeſties Command by Mr Dryden, 
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